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Secretaries of State, and some other important public 
documents. These political papers, with the original 
of the third part of Temple’s Memoirs, Mr. Longe 
bequeathed to the British Museum. He died in 
1835, leaving to his son, the Rev. Robert Longe, the 
remaining Coddenham papers, viz., the Letters of 
Dorothy Osborne, the MS. of Lady Giffard’s Life of 
Sir William Temple, miscellaneous pieces, essays and 
romances, together with Sir William Temple’s “‘ Family 
Prayer.” ‘The Rev. Robert Longe died in 1890, and 
the Letters then became the property of Mr. R. Bacon 
Longe. Soon afterwards, on February 16th, 1891, 
they ceased to be private possession, and fittingly 
passed to the nation. 


Thomas Peregrine Courtenay and the 
Letters. Lady Giffard, Dorothy Osborne’s sister- 
in-law, had already (in her Life of Sir William Temple) 
expressed the most enthusiastic appreciation of these 
Letters. She tells how she had often wished that they 
might be printed. But it was Temple’s biographer,! 
the Right Honourable Thomas Peregrine Courtenay, 
who first gave due prominence to “the numerous 

* Memoirs of the Life, Works, and Correspondence of Sir 
William Temple, Bart.. In two volumes, London, 1836. 
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and pleasing collection of letters written by Lady 
Temple, before marriage, to her future husband.” 
In his preface he specially refers the reader to the 
first chapter, dealing with Temple’s love-story, and 
to the Supplement containing Extracts from forty- 
two of the Letters. ‘The absence of letters from 
Temple! to this interesting person, and of the letters 
which passed between them during the periods of 
their occasional separation after they were married, is 
to me the cause of unspeakable regret.” He laments 
that he did not transcribe even a great many more 
of the Letters, though he doubts ‘“ whether Pater- 
noster Row would confirm the judgment of Lady 
Giffard, in favour of the publication of the whole 
collection.”” The various topics handled by Dorothy 
Osborne “ with a confident frankness and an ease that 
is delightful” are thus briefly indicated :— 

“Many of them are not to be distinguished in 
their topics from the hundreds which have been 
written or invented ; they contain abundant evidence 
of a faithful and passionate attachment ; much allusion 
to the persecution of friends ; the difficulties of the 
correspondence, the impatience with which the letters 
were expected, and the blush with which they were 

Cp, Letter LVI. 
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received. There are thanks for long letters, reproaches 
for short; rings, pictures, and hair requested or 
bestowed ; company despised, and the world abjured ; 
tears amidst parties of pleasure, and delight in the 
solitary ramble; rivals rejected, and cruel brothers 
defied. There is the usual variety of matter, and 
rapidity of transition ; some fashionable gossip, and 
much serious reflection ; now and then a very little 
scandal ; often the warm commendation of a friend. 
She writes much of books, but generally of romances, 
sometimes of poetry ; scarcely at all of works of a 
graver cast. Criticism, rather remarkable, upon style, 
and upon the prevalent affectation of language and a 
few political allusions appear. . . .” 

“‘ Dorothy Osborne was much at Chicksands, where 
her father was in ill health; and she was there 
much tormented, not only by the opposition made to 
her choice, but by the intrusion of other suitors, or 
Servants, as she styles those who addressed her. The 
list of those, with which in some of her letters she 
entertains the true lover, is as long as that enumerated 
by Don Juan’s Leporello. It is a curious circum- 
stance, almost certainly proved, that of all her suitors, 
that one to whom (excepting Temple) the daughter 
of Sir Peter Osborne was most inclined was Henry 
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Cromwell, the son of the Lord Protector, He was a 
man, indeed, of whom all historians speak well ; but 
it is strange that he should fall in with a family, so 
distinguished for their attachment to the royal cause.” 
Courtenay discusses, too, the statement in one of the 
Letters that Sir William Temple, in the opinion of 
Dorothy Osborne’s brother, had “no religion” in him ; 
again, towards the end of the Memoir, he deals with 
this aspect of Temple’s character, and prints the 
“Family Prayer.” 


Macaulay’s Sir William Temple. In 
October 1838, there appeared in the Edinburgh Review 
Macaulay’s famous Essay on Sir William Temple, being 
a review of Courtenay’s Memoirs. The really attractive 
part of the Essay—Sir William Temple’s love-story— 
must have enrolled many readers in the list of 
Dorothy Osborne’s most devoted ‘servants.’ This 
portion of the Essay is here reprinted by way of in- 
troduction to this volume. It vividly epitomises the 
whole ‘romance story’ as recorded by Courtenay, 
and as illustrated by the Extracts given in the text 
and the supplement of his Memoirs. 


Mr. E. A. Parry’s Edition. Happily, 
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among those fascinated by this passage in Macaulay’s 
Essay was an ardent enthusiast who conceived the 
idea of “stringing together” the Letters, given in 
Courtenay’s Appendix “into a connected story or 
sketch of the love affairs of Dorothy Osborne,” 
This appeared in April, 1886, in the English I/lus- 
trated Magazine. ‘The article, in its turn, attracted 
the attention of another admirer of Dorothy, ‘“ who, 
having had access to the original letters, had made 
faithful and loving copies of each one—accurate even 
to the old-world spelling.” So writes Mr. Parry, 
and further explains that this transcript, together with 
much valuable annotation, were placed at his disposal 
as the basis of an edition of the Letters. 

Accordingly in 1888 appeared the first edition of 
the “Letters from Dorothy Osborne to Sir William 
Temple, 1652-54,” edited by Mr. Edward Abbott 
Parry. Such was the well-merited success of the 
volume that a new and cheaper edition was called 
for, and issued the same year. In this edition the 
Letters are grouped into chapters, with connecting 
links, carrying out the plan sketched in the afore- 
named article. To Mr. Parry belongs the signal 
credit and distinction of having given to the world 
the editio princeps of these fascinating letters, and no 
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criticism can diminish the gratitude felt by scholars 
and many others for his great service. 


The Present Edition. But now that the 
originals of the letters are readily accessible, it must 
be confessed, with all reluctance, that the copy placed 
at Mr. Parry’s disposal was far from being an accurate 
transcript. In the text as printed there are some 
hundreds of verbal errors, and the omission of whole 
passages." The present text is an attempt to put 
forth a true and authentic version. This is its 
primary claim. At the same time the notes have 
been worked up independently,” and many allusions 
are now explained, or correctly annotated, for the 
first time. A full index has been added. ‘The task 
has been an arduous one, and the editor desires to 
express his best thanks to his good friend Mr, Walter 
Skeat, M.A., formerly scholar of Christ’s College, 
Cambridge, for much valued help in the preparation 
of the work. It is hoped that this issue may justify 


1 Some of the more important errors are noted, but it has 
not been deemed necessary to record the many minor errors of 
transcription. (P.=Mr. Parry’s edition, 1888.) 

2 I desire to state my obligation to that indispensable work, 
The Dictionary of National Biography. 
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its claim accurately to represent the original text in 
modern orthography. 


The Order of the Letters. Mr. Parry, 
indeed, succeeded in carrying out what Courtenay 
regretted his inability to accomplish. ‘ We lament,” 
he writes, “‘ that the almost entire want of dates 
either of time or place, and the absence of Mr. 
Temple’s answers prevents us from making of these 
letters a connected and continuous story. All that 
we can do is to avoid placing any letter after one 
which was obviously written before it. We believe 
that these letters were all written in the year 1653 
(new style), and 1654.” The order of the letters 
in the British Museum folio has, in the main, been 
followed in the present edition. 

The letters start from the end of 1652 and con- 
tinue to the autumn of 1654. With few excep- 
tions they were written at Chicksands.! The reader 
will readily recognise the few written away from home, 
while Dorothy Osborne was in town or visiting friends. 


1 Macaulay, following Courtenay (vol. i. p. 5), makes the 
erroneous statement that “the Osbornes have ceased to dwell 
under the ancient roof of Chicksands.” He failed to notice 
that Courtenay corrected his error, vol. ii. p. 278. 
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Before the marriage there was one more terrible delay. 
At last, on the 31st January 1654~—s, the lovers were 
united before a justice of the peace in the parish of 
St. Giles, Middlesex.1 ‘Can there be a more ro- 
mance story than ours would make,’ wrote Dorothy 
Osborne in one of her letters, “if the conclusion 
should prove happy? Ah ! I dare not hope it.” 


Later Letters.—lIt is not intended to follow 
the course of Lady Temple’s wedded life, happy in , 
the devotion of husband, tho’ shadowed by the saddest 
of losses. She certainly took a deep interest in his 
political and literary life. Courtenay quotes a letter 
written by her to Sir William Temple in October 


1 (Cp. the interesting reference to the new Marriage Laws 
before the Magistrates, Letter XXX. Commenting on this 
reference, Courtenay observes :—“ We must not impute irre- 
solution to Dorothy Osborne for having so far conformed to the 
bad times in which she lived asto consent to marry the husband 
of her choice without waiting for the restoration of the ancient 
worship. The subject has some interest now, when questions 
have arisen as to that which the State shall require as the act 
of evidence of marriage. We know not whether reluctant con- 
formers, as the Temples were, to the new system, obtained for 
their union a religious sanction, by calling in all the ministers 
of the Church after they had ratified their civil contract before a 
justice of the peace.” 
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affliction for her Majesty’s deplorable death having 
hastened her own.”’! 

Four years after Swift wrote in his diary: “He 
(Sir William Temple) died at one o’clock this morn- 
ing, 27th January, 1698-1699, and with him all that 


was good and amiable among men.” 


Diana Temple’s Letter. This letter from the 
little daughter named Diana, evidently after Dorothy 
Osborne’s dear friend, “ My Lady,’ Diana Rich, is 
touchingly endorsed “My Di.” The child’s death 
in 1679 (not 1684, as stated by Courtenay and Mr. 
Parry), aged fourteen, was a cruel blow to Sir 
William Temple. ‘She was a child,” says Lady 
Giffard, “ he was infinitely fond of, and none ever 
deserved it more from a father.” The terrible 
scourge that had nearly carried off the mother on the 
eve of her marriage, claimed the beloved child as its 
victim. At the time of the trouble Sir William was 
in the midst of the great Privy Council scheme. 
Lady Giffard, in her memoir of her brother, gives us 
the best commentary on the father’s brief endorse- 
ment—now first noted—of this treasured token. 
The child’s letter is fittingly preserved with the 


1 Queen Mary died on the 28th December, 1694. 
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mother’s letters among the national possessions. Cour- 
tenay printed it, with apologies for doing so. Mr. 
Parry copied it from Courtenay, and with it certain 
errors of transcription. To the end of his life Sir 
William Temple’s thoughts were often with the child 
he had loved so dearly. ‘ He was often heard to say,” 
Lady Giffard reports, “how happy his life had been, 
if it had ended at fifty, which he was about this 
time.” In his will he gave the following instruc- 
tions :——“ And to free my executors from the trouble 
of choosing where to lay me, I do order it to be in 
the west aisle of Westminster Abbey, near those dear 
pledges that lie there already ; and that after mine 
and my sister’s decease, a large stone may be set up 
against the wall, with this inscription :— 
Sibi, sutsque charissimis, 

Dian# TEMPLE, delectissine fiia, 

DoROTHE OSBORNE, conjunctissime conjugt, 

MarTH GIFFARD, optima sorori, 

Hoc qualecunque monumentum 


pont curavit. 
GuLIELMUS TEMPLE, Baronettus.” 
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Wituiam Tempte, Sir John’s eldest son, wa. born 
in London in the year 1628. He received his early 
education under his maternal uncle, was subsequently 
sent to school at Bishop-Stortford, and, at seventeen, 
began to reside at Emmanuel College, Cambridge, 
where the celebrated Cudworth was his tutor. The 
times were not favourable to study. The Civil War 
disturbed even the quiet cloisters and bowling-greens 
of Cambridge, produced violent revolutions in the 
government and discipline of the colleges, and un- 
settled the minds of the students. Temple forgot at 
Emmanuel all the little Greek which he had brought 
from Bishop-Stortford, and never retrieved the loss ; 
a circumstance which would hardly be worth noticing 
but for the almost incredible fact, that fifty years later 
he was so absurd as to set up his own authority 
against that of Bentley on questions of Greek history 
XXV 


Chicksands, the prospects of the lovers were scarcely 
less gloomy. Sir John Temple had a more advanta- 
geous alliance in view for his son. Dorothy Osborne 
was in the meantime besieged by as many suitors as 
were drawn to Belmont by the fame of Portia. The 
most distinguished on the list was Henry Cromwell. 
Destitute of the capacity, the energy, the magnanimity 
of his illustrious father, destitute also of the meek and 
placid virtues of his elder brother, this young man 
was perhaps a more formidable rival in love than 
either of them would have been. Mrs. Hutchinson, 
speaking the sentiments of the grave and aged, 
describes him as an ‘ insolent foole,’ and a ‘ debauched 
ungodly cavalier.’ These expressions probably mean 
that he was one who, among young and dissipated 
people, would pass for a fine gentleman. Dorothy 
was fond of dogs, of larger and more formidable breed 
than those which lie on modern hearthrugs; and 
Henry Cromwell promised that the highest function- 
aries at Dublin should be set to work to procure her 
a fine Irish greyhound. She seems to have felt his 
attentions as very flattering, though his father was 
then only Lord-General, and not yet Protector. 
Love, however, triumphed over ambition, and the 
young lady appears never to have regretted her 
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decision ; though, in a letter written just at the time 
when all England was ringing with the news of the 
violent dissolution of the Long Parliament, she could 
not refrain from reminding Temple with pardonable 
vanity, ‘how great she might have been, if she had 
been so wise as to have taken hold of the offer of 
8 oe 

Nor was it only the influence ot rivals that Temple 
had to dread. The relations of his mistress regarded 
him with personal dislike, and spoke of him as an 
unprincipled adventurer, without honour or religion, 
ready to render service to any party for the sake of 
preferment. This is, indeed, a very distorted view 
of Temple’s character. Yet a character, even in the 
most distorted view taken of it by the most angry and 
prejudiced minds, generally retains something of its 
outline. No caricaturist ever represented Mr. Pitt as 
a Falstaff, or Mr. Fox as a skeleton ; nor did any 
libeller ever impute parsimony to Sheridan, or profu- 
sion to Marlborough. It must be allowed that the 
turn of mind which the eulogists of Temple have 
dignified with the appellation of philosophical in- 
difference, and which, however becoming it may be 
in an old and experienced statesman, has a somewhat 
ungraceful appearance in youth, might easily appear 
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shocking to a family who were ready to fight or to 
suffer martyrdom for their exiled King and their per- 
secuted Church. The poor girl was exceedingly 
hurt and irritated by these imputations on her lover, 
defended him warmly behind his back, and addressed 
to himself some very tender and anxious admonitions, 
mingled with assurances of her confidence in his 
honour and virtue. On one occasion she was most 
highly provoked by the way in which one of her 
brothers spoke of Temple. ‘We talked ourselves 
weary,’ she says; ‘he renounced me, and I defied 
him.’ 

Near seven years did this arduous wooing continue. 
We are not accurately informed respecting Temple’s 
movements during that time. But he seems to have 
led a rambling life, sometimes on the Continent, 
sometimes in Ireland, sometimes in London. He 
made himself master of the French and Spanish 
languages, and amused himself by writing essays and 
romances, an employment which at least served the 
purpose of forming his style. The specimen which 
Mr. Courtenay has preserved of these early composi- 
tions is by no means contemptible : indeed, there is 
one passage on Like and Dislike, which could have 
been produced only by a mind habituated carefully 
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to reflect on its own operations, and which reminds 
us of the best things in Montaigne. 

Temple appears to have kept up a very active cor- 
respondence with his mistress. His letters are lost, 
but hers have been preserved ; and many of them 
appear in these volumes. Mr. Courtenay expresses 
some doubt whether his readers will think him 
justified in inserting so large a number of these epistles. 
We only wish that there were twice as many. Very 
little indeed of the diplomatic correspondence of that 
generation is so well worth reading. . . . 

This is the really precious part of history, the corn 
which some threshers carefully sever from the chaff, 
for the purpose of gathering the chaff into the garner, 
and flinging the corn into the fire. 

Thinking thus, we are glad to learn so much, and 
would willingly learn more, about the loves of Sir 
William and his mistress. In the seventeenth 
century, to be sure, Louis the Fourteenth was a much 
more important person than Temple’s sweetheart. 
But death and time equalize all things. Neither the 
great King nor the beauty of Bedfordshire, neither 
the gorgeous paradise of Marli nor Mistress Osborne’s 
favourite walk ‘in the common that lay hard by the 
house, where a great many young wenches used to 
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keep sheep and cows-and sit in the shade singing 
of ballads,’ is anything to us. Louis and Dorothy 
are alike dust. A cotton-mill stands on the ruins 
of Marli; and the Osbornes have ceased to dwell 
under the ancient roof of Chicksands. But of that 
information, for the sake of which alone it is worth 
while to study remote events, we find so much in 
the love letters which Mr. Courtenay has published, 
that we would gladly purchase equally interesting 
billets with ten times their weight in State papers 
taken at random. To us surely it is as useful to 
know how the young ladies of England employed 
themselves a hundred and eighty years ago, how far 
their minds were cultivated, what were their favourite 
studies, what degree of liberty was allowed to them, 
what use they made of that liberty, what accomplish- 
ments they most valued in men, and what proofs 
of tenderness delicacy permitted them to give to 
favoured suitors, as to know all about the seizure of 
Franche-Comté and the Treaty of Nimeguen. The 
mutual relations of the two sexes seem to us to be at 
least as important as the mutual relations of any two 
Governments in the world ; and a series of letters 
written by a virtuous, amiable, and sensible girl, and 
intended for the eye of her lover alone, can scarcely 
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fail to throw some light on the relations of the sexes ; 
whereas it is perfectly possible, as all who have made 
any historical researches can attest, to read bale after 
bale of despatches and protocols, without catching 
one glimpse of light about the relations of Govern- 
ments. 

Mr. Courtenay proclaims that he is one of Dorothy 
Osborne’s devoted Servants, and expresses a hope that 
the publication of her letters will add to the number. 
We must declare ourselves his rivals. She really 
seems to have been a very charming young woman, 
modest, generous, affectionate, intelligent and sprightly ; 
a Royalist, as was to be expected from her connections, 
without any of that political asperity which is as un- 
womanly as a long beard ; religious, and occasionally 
gliding into a very pretty and endearing sort of 
preaching, yet not too good to partake of such diver- 
sions as London afforded under the melancholy rule 
of the Puritans, or to giggle a little at a ridiculous 
sermon from a divine who was thought to be one of 
the great lights of the Assembly at Westminster ; 
with a little turn for coquetry, which was yet per- 
fectly compatible with warm and disinterested attach- 
ment, and a little turn for satire, which yet seldom 
passed the bounds of good nature. She loved reading ; 
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but her studies were not those of Queen Elizabeth 
and Lady Jane Grey. She read the verses of Cowley 
and Lord Broghill, French Memoirs recommended 
by her lover, and the Travels of Fernando Mendez 
Pinto. But her favourite books were those pon- 
derous French romances which modern readers know 
chiefly from the pleasant satire of Charlotte Lennox. 
She could not, however, help laughing at the vile 
English into which they were translated. Her own 
style is very agreeable ; nor are her letters at all the 
worse for some passages in which raillery and tender- 
ness are mixed in a very engaging namby-pamby. 
When at last the constancy of the lovers had 
triumphed over all the obstacles which kinsmen and 
rivals could oppose to their union, a yet more serious 
calamity befell them. Poor Mistress Osborne fell ill 
of the small-pox, and, though she escaped with life, 
lost all her beauty. To this most severe trial the 
affection and honour of the lovers of that age was 
not unfrequently subjected. Our readers probably 
remember what Mrs. Hutchinson tells us of herself. 
The lofty Cornelia-like spirit of the aged matron 
seems to melt into a long forgotten softness when she 
relates how her beloved Colonel ‘ married her as 
soon as she was able to quit the chamber, when the 
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priest and all that saw her were affrighted to look on 
her. But God,’ she adds, with a not ungraceful 
vanity, ‘recompensed his justice and constancy by 
restoring her as well as before.’ ‘Temple showed on 
this occasion the same justice and constancy which 
did so much honour to Colonel Hutchinson. The 
date of the marriage is not exactly known. But Mr. 
Courtenay supposes it to have taken place about the 
end of the year 1654. From this time we lose sight 
of Dorothy, and are reduced to form our opinion ot 
the terms on which she and her husband were from 
very slight indications which may easily mislead us. 
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THE LETTERS 
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“ Mirp DoroTHEA, PEACEFUL, WISE, AND GREAT, 
TREMBLING, BEHELD THE DOUBTFUL HAND OF FATE 3 
Mitp DoroTHEA, WHOM WE BOTH HAVE LONG 
Nor DARED TO INJURE WITH OUR LOWLY SONG, 
SPRUNG FROM A BETTER WORLD, AND CHOSEN THEN 
THE BEST COMPANION FOR THE BEST OF MEN : 

As SOME FAIR PILE, YET SPARED BY ZEAL AND RAGE, 
LivEs PIOUS WITNESS OF A BETTER AGE 3 
So MEN MAY SEE WHAT ONCE WAS WOMANKIND, 
IN THE FAIR SHRINE OF DoRoTHEA’s MIND.” 
SwiFT. 


EETTER I 


Sir,— 

There is nothing moves my charity like gratitude ; 
and when a beggar’s thankful for a small relief, I al- 
ways repent it was not more. But seriously, this 
place will not afford much towards the enlarging of a 
letter, and Iam grown so dull with living in’t (for 
I am not willing to confess that I was always so) as to 
need all helps. Yet you shall see I will endeavour 
to satisfy you, upon condition you will tell me why 
you quarrelled so at your last letter. I cannot guess 
at it, unless it were that you repented you told me so 
much of your story, which I am not apt to believe 
neither, because it would not become our friendship, 
a great part of it consisting (as I have been taught) in 
a mutual confidence. And to let you see that I be- 
lieve it so, I will give you an account of myself, and 
begin my story, as you did yours, from our parting at 
Goring House. 


I came down hither not half so well pleased as I 


D.O. I B 


went up, with an engagement upon me that I had 
little hope of ever shaking off, for I had made use of all 
the liberty my friends would allow me, to preserve 
my own, and ’twould not do; he was so weary of 
his, that he would part with ’t upon any terms. As 
my last refuge, I got my brother to go down with 
him to see his house, who, when he came back, made 
the relation I wished. He said the seat was as ill, as 
so good a country would permit, and the house so 
ruined for want of living in’t, as it would ask a good 
proportion of time and money to make it fit for a 
woman to confine herself to. ‘This (though it were 
not much) I was willing to take hold of, and made it 
considerable enough to break the agreement. I had 
no quarrel to his person, or his fortune, but was in 
love with neither, and much out of love with a thing 
called marriage ; and have since thanked God I was 
so, for ’tis not long since one of my brothers writ me 
word of him, that he was killed in a duel, though 
since I hear ’twas the other that was killed 
and he is fled upon ’t, which does not mend 
the matter much. Both made me glad I had ’scaped 
him, and sorry for his misfortune, which in earnest 


was the least return his many civilities to me could 
deserve. 


Presently, after this was at an end, my Mother 
died, and I was left at liberty to mourn her loss 
awhile. At length my aunt (with whom I was 
when you last saw me) commanded me to wait on 
her at London ; and when I came, she told me how 
much I was in her care, how well she loved me for 
my Mother’s sake, and something for my own, and 
drew out a long set speech which ended in a good 
motion (as she called it) ; and truly I saw no harm 
in’t, for by what I had heard of the gentleman I 
guessed he expected a better fortune than mine. 
And it proved so. Yet he protested he liked me so 
well that he was very angry my Father would not be 
persuaded to give 1000£ more with me ; and I him 
so ill, that I vowed if I had 1000f less I should have 
thought it too much for him. And so we parted. 
Since, he has made a story with a new mistress that 
is worth your knowing, but too long for a letter ; 
Pll keep it for you. 

After this, some friends that had observed a gravity 
in my face which might become an “ Elderly man’s 
wife” (as they termed it) and a Mother-in-law, pro- 
posed a Widower to me, that had four daughters, all 
old enough to be my sisters; but he had a great 
estate, was as fine a gentleman as ever England bred, 
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and the very Pattern of wisdom. I that knew how 
much I wanted it, thought this the safest place for 
me to engage in, and was mightily pleased to think 
I had met with one at last that had wit enough for 
himself and me too. But shall I tell you what 1 
thought when I knew him (you will say nothing 
on’t) : ’twas the vainest, impertinent, self-conceited, 
learned Coxcomb that ever yet I saw; to say more 
were to spoil his marriage, which I hear he is towards 
with a daughter of my Lord of Coleraine’s ; but for his 
sake I shall take heed of a Fine Gentleman as long as I 
live. 

Before I have quite ended with him, coming to 
town about that, and some other occasions of my 
own, I fell in Sir Thomas’s way ; and what humour 
took him I cannot imagine, but he made very formal 
addresses to me, and engaged his mother and my 
brother to appear in’t. This bred a story pleasanter 
than any I have told you yet, but so long a one that 
I must reserve it till we meet, or make it a letter of 
itself ; only by this you may see ’twas not for nothing 
he commended me, though, to speak seriously, it was 
because it was to you; otherwise I might have missed 
of his praise, for we have hardly been cousins since 
the breaking up of that business. 
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The next thing I desired to be rid on was a 
scurvy spleen that I have ever been subject to, and to 
that purpose was advised to drink the Waters. There 
I spent the latter end of the summer, and, at my 
coming home, found that a gentleman (who has some 
estate in this country) had been treating with my 
brother, and it yet goes on fair and softly. I do not 
know him so well as to give you much of his 
character : ’tis a modest, melancholy, reserved man, 
whose head is so taken up with little philosophical 
studies, that I admire how I found a room there. 
Twas sure by chance ; and unless he is pleased with 
that part of my humour which other people think the 
worst, ’tis very possible the next new experiment may 
crowd me out again. ‘Thus you have all my late 
adventures, and almost as much as this paper will 
hold. The rest shall be employed in telling you 
how sorry I am you have got such a cold. I am the 
more sensible of your trouble, by my own, for I have 
newly got one myself. But I will send you that 
which uses to cure me. ’Tis like the rest of my 
medicines : if it do no good, ’twill be sure to do no 
harm, and ’twill be no great trouble to you to eat a 
little on’t now and then; for the taste, as it is not 
excellent, so ’tis not very ill. One thing more I 
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must tell you, which is that you are not to take it ill 
that I mistook your age by my computation of your 
journey through this country ; for I was persuaded 
tother day that I could not be less than thirty year 
old, by one that believed it himself, because he was 
sure ’twas a great while since he had heard of such 
a one in the world as 


Your Humps te Servant. 


LETTER II 


Sir,— 

You may please to let my Old Servant (as you 
call him) know, that I confess I owe much to his 
merits, and the many obligations his kindness and 
civilities has laid upon me; but for the ten pound 
he claims, it is not yet due, and I think you may do 
well (as a friend) to persuade him to put it in the 
number of his desperate debts, for ’tis a very uncer- 
tain one. In all things else, pray say I am his Servant. 

And now, sir, let me tell you that I am ex- 
tremely glad (whosoever gave you the occasion) to 
hear from you, since (without compliment) there are 
very few persons in the world I am more concerned 
in; to find that you have overcome your long 
journey, that you are well, and in a place where 
it is possible for me to see you, is such a satisfaction as 
I, who have not been used to many, may be allowed 
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to doubt of. Yet I will hope my eyes do not de- 
ceive me, and that I have not forgot to read ; but if 
you please to confirm it to me by another, you know 
how to direct it, for I am where I was, still the same, 


and always 
Your humble Servant, 


D. Osgorne. 
December the 24th. 


For Mrs. Painter, 
In Covent Garden. 


Keep this letter till it be called for. Dec. 24th, 1652. 


LETTER III 


S1r,— 

If there were anything in my letter that pleased 
you I am extremely glad on’t, ’twas all due to you, 
and made it but an equal return for the satisfaction 
yours gave me. And whatsoever you may believe, I 
shall never repent the good opinion I have with so 
much reason taken up. But I forget myself; I 
meant to chide, and I think this is nothing towards 
it. Is it possible you came so near me as Bedford 
and would not see me? Seriously, I should not 
have believed it from another ; would your horse 
had lost all his legs instead of a hoof, that he might 
not have been able to carry you further, and you, 
something that you valued extremely, and could not 
hope to find anywhere but at Chicksands. I could 
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wish you a thousand little mischances, I am so angry 
with you; for my life I could not imagine how I 
had lost you, or why you should call that a silence of 
six or eight weeks which you intended so much 
longer. And when I had wearied myself with think- 
ing of all the unpleasing accidents that might cause 
it, I at length sat down with a resolution to choose 
the best to believe, which was, that at the end of one 
journey, you had begun another (which I had heard 
you say you intended), and that your haste, or some- 
thing else, had hindered you from letting me know it. 

In this ignorance your letter from Breda found 
me, which (by the way) Sir Thomas never saw. 
"Tis true I told him I hada letter from you, 
one day that he extremely lamented he knew not 
what was become of you, and fell into so earnest 
commendations of you that I cannot expect less from 
him, who have the honour to be his kinswoman. 

But to leave him to his Mistress (who perhaps has 
spoiled his memory), let me assure you that I was never 
so in love with an old man in my life, as I was with 
Mr. Metcalf for sending me that letter (though there 
is one not far off that says he will have me when his 
wife dies !). I writ so kindly to him the next post, 
and he that would not be in my debt, sends me word 
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again that you were coming over, but yours kept me 
from believing that, and made me think you in Italy 
when you were in England, though I was not dis- 
pleased to find myself deceived. 

But for God sake let me ask you what you 
have done all this while you have been away ; what 
you met with in Holland that could keep you 
there so long ; why you went no further ; and why 
I was not to know you went so far? You may do 
well to satisfy me in all these. I shall so persecute 
you with questions else, when I see you, that you 
will be glad to go thither again to avoid me ; though 
when that will be I cannot certainly say, for my 
Father has so small a proportion of health left him 
since my Mother’s death, that I am in continual fear 
of him, and dare not often make use of the leave he 
gives me to be from home, lest he should at some 
time want such little services as I am able to render 
him. Yet I think to be at London in the next 
term, and am sure I shall desire it because you are 
there. Sir, 

Your Humpsie Servant. 


Fanuary the 2nd, 1652[3] 


PEE Rey 


Sir,— 

Since you are so easy to please, sure I shall not 
miss it, and if my idle thoughts, and dreams, will 
satisfy you, I am to blame if you want long letters. 
To begin this, let me tell you I had not forgot you 
in your absence. I always meant you one of my 
daughters. You should have had your choice, and, 
trust me, they say, some of them are handsome ; but 
since things did not succeed, I thought to have said 
nothing on’t, lest you should imagine I expected thanks 
for my good intention, or rather lest you should be 
too much affected with the thought of what you have 
lost by my imprudence. It would have been a good 
strengthening to my Party (as you say) ; but, in earnest, 
that was not it I aimed at; I only desired to have it 
in my power to oblige you ; and ’tis certain I had 
proved a most excellent Mother-in-law. Oh, my 
conscience ! we should all have joined against him as 
the common enemy, for those poor young wenches 
are as weary of his government as I could have been. 

* Letter V in the B.M. ms. 
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He gives them such precepts, as they say my Lord of 
Dorchester gives his wife, and keeps them so much 
prisoners to a vile house he has in Northamptonshire, 
that if once I had but let them loose, they and his 
learning would have been sufficient to have made 
him mad, without my help; but his good fortune 
would have it otherwise, to which I’ll leave him, 
and proceed to give you some reasons why the other 
kind motion was not accepted on. ‘The truth is, I had 
not that longing to ask a Mother-in-law blessing 
which you say you should have had, for I knew mine 
too well to think she could make a good one; be- 
sides, J was not so certain of his nature, as not to 
doubt whether she might not corrupt it, nor so confi- 
dent of his kindness as to assure myself it would last 
longer than other people’s, of his age and humour. I 
am sorry to hear he looks ill, though I think there is 
no great danger of him. ’Tis but a fit of an ague he 
has got, that the next charm cures, yet he will be apt 
to fall into it again upon a new occasion, and one 
knows not how it may work upon his thin body if it 
comes too often ; it spoiled his beauty, sure, before I 
knew him, for I could never see it, or else (which 1s 
as likely) I do not know it when I see it ; besides 
that I never look for it in men. It was nothing 
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that I expected made me refuse these, but something 
that I feared ; and, seriously, I find I want courage 
to marry where I do not like. If we should once 
come to disputes I know who would have the worst 
on’t, and I have not faith enough to believe a doctrine 
that is often preach’d, which is, that though at first 
one has no kindness for them, yet it will grow strangely 
after marriage. Let them trust to it, that think good ; 
for my part, I am clearly of opinion (and shall die 
in’t), that, as the more one sees, and knows, a person 
that one likes, one has still the more kindness for 
them, so, on the other side, one is but the more 
weary of, and the more averse to, an unpleasant 
humour for having it perpetually by one. And 
though I easily believe that to marry one, for whom 
we have already some affection, will infinitely increase 
that kindness, yet I shall never be persuaded that 
marriage has a charm to raise love out of nothing, 
much less out of dislike. 

This is next to telling you what I dream and 
when I rise, but you have promised to be content 
with it. I would now, if I could, tell you when I 
shall be in town, but I am engaged to my Lady 
Diana Rich, my Lord of Holland’s daughter (who 
lies at a gentlewoman’s, hard by me, for sore eyes), 
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that I will not leave the country till she does. She is 
so much a stranger here, and finds so little company, 
that she is glad of mine, till her eyes will give her 
leave to look out better. They are mending, and 
she hopes to be at London before the end of this 
next term ; and so do I, though I shall make but a 
short stay, for all my business there is at an end when 
I have seen you, and told you my stories. And, 
indeed, my brother is so perpetually from home, 
that I can be very little, unless I would leave my 
Father altogether alone, which would not be well. 
We hear of great disorders at your masks, but no 
particulars, only they say the Spanish gravity was 
much discomposed. I shall expect the relation from 
you, at your best leisure, and pray give me an account 
how my medicine agrees with your cold. This (if you 
can read it, for tis strangely scribbled) will be enough 
to answer yours, which is not very long this week ; 
and I am grown so provident that I will not lay out 
more than I receive, but I am very just withal, and 
therefore you know how to make mine longer when you 
please ; though, to speak truth, if I should make this 
so, you would hardly have it this week, for ’tis a good 
while since ’twas called for. 
Your Hume Servant. 
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Sir,— 

Not to confirm you in your belief of dreams, but 
to avoid your reproaches, I will tell you a pleasant 
one of mine. The night before I received your 
first letter, I dreamt one brought me a packet, and 
told me ’twas from you. I, that remembered you 
were, by your own appointment, to be in Italy at that 
time, asked the messenger where he had it, who told 
me my lady, your mother, sent him with it to me; 
there my memory failed me a little, for I forgot you 
had told me she was dead, and meant to give her 
many humble thanks if ever I were so happy as to 
see her. When I had opened the letter I found in 
it two rings; one was, as I remember, an emerald 
doublet, but broken, in the carriage, I suppose, as it 
might well be, coming so far; t’other was plain gold, 

* Letter IV in the B.M. ms. 
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with the longest and the strangest posy that ever was ; 
half on’t was Italian, which for my life I could not guess 
at, though I spent much time about it ; the rest was 
“there was a Marriage in Cana of Galilee, which, 
though it was Scripture, I had not that reverence for 
it in my sleep that I should have had, I think, if I 
had been awake; for in earnest the oddness on’t put 
me into that violent laughing that I waked myself 
with it; and as a just punishment upon me, from 
that hour to this I could never learn whom those 
rings were for, nor what was in the letter besides. 
This is but as extravagant as yours, for ’tis as_ likely 
your mother should send me letters as that 
I should make a journey to see poor people 
hanged, or that your teeth should drop out at this 
age. 

And now I am out of your dreaming debt, let me 
be bold to tell you, I believe you have been with 
Lilly yourself. | Nothing but he could tell you 
my knight’s strange name. I ’Il swear I could never 
remember it, when I was most concerned in ’t, and 
when people asked it me and were not satisfied with 
truth (for they took my ignorance for a desire to conceal 
him), I was fainto make names forhim, and soinstead 
of one odd Servant I had gotten twenty. But in 
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earnest, now, where have you fished him out, for I 
think he is as little known in the world, as I could 
have wished he should have been if I had married 
him. I am sorry you are not satisfied with my 
exceptions to your friend. I spake in general terms 
of him, and was willing to spare him as much as I 
could. But everybody is allowed to defend themselves. 
You may remember a quality that you discovered in 
him, when he told you the story of his being at St. 
Malo, and in earnest he gave me so many testimonies 
that it was natural to him, as I could not hope he 
would ever leave it, and consequently could not 
believe anything he ever had or should say ; if this be 
not enough, I can tell you more hereafter. 

And to remove the opinion you have ot my nice- 
ness, or being hard to please, let me assure you, I am 
so far from desiring my husband should be fond of me 
at threescore, that I would not have him so at all. 
Tis true I should be glad to have him always kind, 
and know no reason why he should be wearier of 
being my master, than he was of being my Servant. 
But it is very possible I may talk ignorantly of 
marriage ; when I come to make sad experiments on’t 
in my own person I shall know more, and say less, 
for fear of disheartening others (since ’tis no advan- 
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tage to foreknow a misfortune that cannot be avoided), 
and for fear of being pitied, which of all things I 
hate. Lest you should be of the same humour, I will 
not pity you, as lame as you are ; and to speak truth, 
if you did like it, you should not have it, for you do 
not deserve it. Would anybody in the world, but 
you, make such haste for a new cold before the old 
had left him ; in a year, too, when mere colds kill 
as many as a Plague uses to do? Well, seriously, 
either resolve to have more care of yourself, or | 
renounce my friendship ; and as a certain king (that 
my learned knight is very well acquainted with), 
who, seeing one of his confederates in so happy a 
condition, as it was not likely to last, sent his ambas- 
sador presently to break off the league betwixt them, 
lest he should be obliged to mourn the change of his 
fortune if he continued his friend ; so I, with a great 
deal more reason, do declare, that I will no longer be 
a friend to one that’s none to himself, nor apprehend 
the loss of what you hazard every day at tennis. 
They had served you well enough, if they had 
crammed a dozen ounces of that precious medicine 
down your throat, to have made you remember a 
quinzy. 

But I have done, and am now at leisure to tell 
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you that it is that daughter of my Lord of Holland’s 
(who makes, as you say, sO many sore eyes with 
looking on her) that is here ; and if I know her at 
all, or have any judgment, her beauty is the least of 
her excellences. And now I speak of her, she has 
given me the occasion to make a request to you; it 
will come very seasonably after my chiding, and I 
have great reason to expect you should be in the 
humour of doing anything for me. She says that 
seals are much in fashion, and by showing me some 
that she has, has set me a-longing for some too ; such 
as are oldest and oddest are most prized, and if you 
know anybody that is lately come out of Italy, ’tis 
ten to one but they have store, for they are very 
common there. I do remember you once sealed a 
letter to me, with as fine a one as I have seen. It 
was a Neptune, I think, riding upon a dolphin ; but 
I’m afraid it was not yours, for I saw it no more. 
Any old Roman “head,” isa present for a prince. If 
such things come in your way, pray remember me. 
I am sorry my new carrier makes you rise so early, 
tis not good for your cold; how might we do that 
you might lie a-bed and yet I have your letter? 
You must use to write before he come, I think, that 
it may be sure to be ready against he goes. In earnest, 
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consider on ’t, and take some course, that your health 
and my letters may be both secured, for the loss of 


either would be very sensible to 
Your Humste. 


Fanuary 22nd. 
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BETTER. VI 


SiR,— 

I know not how to oblige so civil a person as you 
are, more than by giving you the occasion of serving 
a fair lady. In sober earnest, I know you will not 
think it a trouble to let your boy deliver those books, 
and this enclosed letter, where it is directed, for my 
lady, whom I would, the fainest in the world, have 
you acquainted with, that you might judge whether 
I had not reason to say somebody was to blame. 
But had you reason to be displeased that I said a 
change in you would be much more pardonable than 
in him? Certainly you had not. I spake it very 
innocently, and out of a great sense how much she 
deserves more than anybody else. I shall take heed 
though, hereafter, what I write, since you are so good 
at raising doubts to persecute yourself withal, and 
shall condemn my own easy faith no more ; for sure 
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*tis a better-natured and a less fault to believe too 
much, than to distrust where there is no cause. If 
you were not so apt to quarrel, I would tell you that 
I am glad to hear your journey goes forward, but 
you would presently imagine that ’tis because I 
would be glad if you were gone ; need I say that ’tis 
because I prefer your interests much before my own, 
because I would not have you lose so good a diver- 
sion, and so pleasing an entertainment (as in all likeli- 
hood this voyage will be to you), and _ because 
(which is a powerful argument with me) the sooner 
you go, the sooner I may hope for your return. 
If it be necessary, I will confess all this, and some- 
thing more, which is, that notwithstanding all my 
gallantry and resolution, ’tis much for my credit 
that my courage is put to no greater a trial than 
parting with you at this distance. But you are not 
going yet neither, and therefore we’ll leave the dis- 
course on’t till then, if you please, for I find no great 
entertainment in’t. And let me ask you whether it 
be possible that Mr. Grey makes love, (they say he 
does), to my Lady Jane Seymour? If it were ex- 
pected that one should give a reason for their passions, 
what could he say for himself? He would not offer, 
sure, to make us believe my Lady Jane a lovelier 
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person than my Lady Anne Percy. I did not think 
I should have lived to have seen his frozen heart 
melted, ’tis the greatest conquest she will ever make ; 
may it be happy to her, but in my opinion he has 
not a good-natured look. ‘The younger brother was 
a Servant, a great while, to my fair neighbour, but 
could not be received ; and in earnest I could not 
blame her. I was his confidante and heard him 
make his addresses ; not that I brag of the favour he 
did me, for anybody might have been so that had 
been as often there, and he was less scrupulous in that 
point than one would have been that had had less 
reason. But in my life I never heard a man say 
more, nor less to the purpose; and if his brother 
have not a better gift in courtship, he will owe my 
lady’s favour to his fortune rather than to his address. 
My Lady Anne Wentworth, I hear, is marrying, but 
I cannot learn to whom ; nor is it easy to guess who 
is worthy of her. In my judgment she is, without 
dispute, the finest lady I know (one always excepted) ; 
not that she is at all handsome, but infinitely virtuous 
and discreet, of a sober anda very different humour 
from most of the young people of these times, but 
has as much wit and is as good company as anybody 
that ever I saw. What would you give that I had 
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but the wit to know when to make an end of my 
letters? Never anybody was persecuted with such 
long epistles ; but you will pardon my unwillingness 
to leave you, and notwithstanding all your little 
doubts, believe that I am very much 
Your faithful Friend 
and humble Servant, 
D. Osporne. 

March the 25th. 
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JEJE I ING AGE 


Sir,— 

I am so great a lover of my bed myself that I can 
easily apprehend the trouble of rising at four o’clock 
these cold mornings. In earnest, I am troubled that 
you should be put to it, and have chid the carrier for 
coming out so soon ; he swears to me he never comes 
out of town before eleven o’clock, and that my Lady 
Painter’s footman (as he calls him) brings her letters 
two hours sooner than he needs to do. I told him 
he was gone one day before the letter came ; he vows 
he was not, and that your old friend Collins never 
brought letter of my Lady Painter’s in ’s life ; 
and to speak truth, Collins did not bring me that 
letter. I had it from this Harrold two hours before 
Collins came. Yet it is possible all that he says may 
not be so, for 1 have known better men than he lie ; 
therefore if Collins be more for your ease or con- 
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veniency, make use of him hereafter. I know not 
whether my letter were kind or not, but Ill swear 
yours was not, and am sure mine was meant to be so. 
It is not kind in you to desire an increase of my 
friendship ; that is to doubt it is not as great already 
as it can be, than which you cannot do me a greater 
injury. ”Tis my misfortune indeed that it lies not in 
my power to give you better testimonies on’t than 
words, otherwise I should soon convince you, that ’tis 
the best quality I have, and that where I own at 
friendship, I mean so perfect a one, as time can 
neither lessen nor increase. If I said nothing of my 
coming to town, twas because I had nothing to say 
that I thought you would like to hear. The truth 
is, twenty little cross-accidents had madeit so uncertain, 
as I was more out of humour with them than you 
could be with the bells, though I had no reason 
to expect otherwise. For I do not know that 
ever I desired anything earnestly in my life, but 
’*twas denied me, and I am many times afraid to 
wish a thing merely lest my Fortune should take 
that occasion to use me ill. She cannot see, 
and therefore I may venture to write that I intend to 
be at London, if it be possible, on Friday or Saturday 
come sennight. Be sure you do not read it aloud, 
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lest she hear it, and prevent me, or drive you away 
before I come. It is so like my luck, too, that you 
should be going I know not whither again, that, trust 
me, I have looked for’t ever since I heard you were 
come home. You will laugh, sure, when I shall tell 
you that hearing my Lord Lisle was to go ambassador 
into Sweden, I remembered your father’s acquaintance 
in that family with an apprehension that he might be 
in the humour of sending you with him. But, for 
God sake, whither is it that you go? I would not 
willingly be at such a loss again as I was after your 
Yorkshire journey. If it prove as long a one, I shall 
not forget you ; but in earnest I shall be so possessed 
with a strong splenetic fancy that I shall never see 
you more in this world, as all the waters in England 
will not cure. Well, this is a sad story ; we’ll have 
no more on’t. 

I humbly thank you for your offer of your “head”’ ; 
but if you were an Emperor, I should not be so bold 
with you, as to claim your promise ; you might find 
twenty better employments for’t. Only, with your 
gracious leave, I think I should be a little exalted 
with remembering that you had been once my friend ; 
*twould more endanger my growing proud than 
being Sir Justinian’s mistress, and yet he thought me 
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pretty well inclined toit then. Lord ! what would I 
give that I had a Latin letter of his for you, that he 
writ to a great friend at Oxford, where he gives him 
a long and learned character of me ; ’twould serve 
you to laugh at this seven year. If I remember 
what was told me on’t, the worst of my faults was a 
height (he would not call it pride) that was, as he 
had heard, the humour of my family ; and the best 
of my commendations was, that I was capable of 
being company and conversation for him. But you 
do not tell me yet how you found him out. If I had 
gone about to have concealed him, I had been sweetly 
served. I shall take heed of you hereafter ; because 
there is no very great likelihood of your being an 
Emperor, or that, if you were, I should have your 
head.” 

I have sent into Italy for seals; ’tis to be hoped 
by that time mine come over, they may be of fashion 
again, for ’tis an humour that your old acquaintance 
Mr. Smith and his lady has brought up; they say 
she wears twenty strung upon a ribbon, like the nut 
boys play withal, and I do not hear of anything else. 
Mr. Howard presented his mistress but a dozen such 
seals as are not to be valued as times now go. But 4 
propos de Mons. Smith, what a ’scape has he made of 


29 


my Lady Banbury ; and who would e’er have dreamt 
he should have had my Lady Sunderland, though he 
be a very fine gentleman, and does more than de- 
serve her. I think I shall never forgive her one 
thing she said of him, which was that she 
married him out of pity; it was the pitifullest 
saying that ever I heard, and made him so contemp- 
tible that I should not have married him for that 
very reason. ‘This is a strange letter, sure, I have not 
time to read it over, but I have said anything that 
came in my head to put you out of your dumps. 
For God sake be in better humour, and assure your- 
self I am, as much as you can wish, 


Your FAITHFUL FRIEND AND SERVANT. 
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LETTER VIII 


S1rR,— 

You have made me so rich as I am able to help 
my neighbours. There isa little head cut in an onyx 
that I take to be a very good one, and the dolphin is 
(as you say) the better for being cut less; the oddness 
of the figure makes the beauty of these things. 
If you saw one that my brother sent my Lady Diana 
last week, you would believe it were meant to fright 
people withal ; ’twas brought out of the Indias, and 
cut there for an idol’s head: they took the devil 
himself, sure, for their pattern that did it, for in my life 
I never saw so ugly a thing, and yet she is as fond on’t 
as if it were as lovely as she herself is. Her eyes 
have not the flames they have had, nor is she like (I 
am afraid) to recover them here; but were they 
irrecoverably lost, the beauty of her mind were 
enough to make her outshine everybody else, and she 
would still be courted by all that knew how to value 
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her, like de dele aveugle that was Philip the 2nd of 
France his mistress. I am wholly ignorant of the 
story you mention, and am confident you are not 
well inform’d, for ’tis impossible she should ever have 
done anything that were unhandsome. If I knew 
who the person were that is concerned in’t, she 
allows me so much freedom with her, that I could 
easily put her upon the discourse, and I do not think 
she would use much of disguise in it towards me. I 
should have guessed it Alger[non] Sidney, but that I 
cannot see in him that likelihood of a fortune which 
you seem to imply by saying ’tis not present. But 
if you should mean by that, that ’tis possible his wit 
and good parts may raise him to one, you must 
pardon if Iam not of your opinion, for I do not 
think these are times for anybody to expect prefer- 
ment in that deserves it, and in the best ’twas ever 
too uncertain for a wise body to trust to. But I 
am altogether of your mind, that my Lady Sun- 
derland is not to be followed in her marrying 
fashion, and that Mr. Smith never appeared less her 
Servant than in desiring it; to speak truth, ’twas 
convenient for neither of them, and in meaner people 
had been plain undoing one another, which I cannot 
understand to be kindness of either side. She has lost 
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by it much of the repute she had gained, by keeping 
herself a widow ; it was then believed that wit and 
discretion were to be reconciled in her person that 
have so seldom been persuaded to meet in anybody 
else. But we are all mortal. 

I did not mean that Howard. ’Twas Arundell 
Howard. And the seals were some remainders that 
showed his father’s love to antiquities, and therefore 
cost him dear enough if that would make them good. 
I amsorry I cannot follow your counsel in keeping fair 
with Fortune. Iam not apt to suspect without just 
cause, but, in earnest, if I once find anybody faulty 
towards me, they lose me for ever; I have forsworn 
being twice deceived by the same person. For God 
sake do not say she has the spleen, I shall hate it 
worse than ever I did, nor that ’tis the disease of the 
wits, I shall think you abuse me, for then I am sure 
it would not be mine ; but were it certain that they 
went together always, I dare swear there is nobody 
so proud of their wit, as to keep it upon such terms, 
but would be glad after they had endured it a while 
to let them both go as they came. I know nothing 
yet that is likely to alter my resolution of being in 
town on Saturday next ; but I am uncertain where I 
shall be, and therefore twill be best that I send you 
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word when I am there. I should be glad to see you 
sooner, but that I do not know myself what company 
I may have with me. I meant this letter longer 
when I began it, but an extreme cold that I have 
taken lies so in my head, and makes it ache so 
violently, that I hardly see what I do. I'll e’en to 
bed as soon as I have told you that I am very much 
Your faithful friend 
and Servant, 


D. Osporne. 
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LETIER IX 


Sir,— 

I was so kind as to write to you by the coachman, 
and let me tell you I think ’twas the greatest testi- 
mony of my friendship that I could give you ; for, 
trust me, I was so tired with my journey, so dozed 
with my cold, and so out of humour with our part- 
ing, that I should have done it with great unwilling- 
ness to anybody else. I lay abed all next day, to 
recover myself, and ris o’ Thursday to receive your 
letter with the more ceremony. I found no fault 
with the ill writing, ’twas but too easy to read, me- 
thought, for I am sure I had done much sooner than 
I could have wished. But, in earnest, I was heartily 
troubled to find you in so much disorder. I would 
not have you so kind to me as to be cruel to yourself, 
in whom I am more concerned. No; for God 
sake, let us not make afflictions of such things as 
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these ; I am afraid we shall meet with too many real 
ones. 

I am glad your journey holds, because I think 
’twill be a good diversion for you this summer ; but 
I admire your father’s patience, that lets you rest 
with so much indifference when there is such a for- 
tune offered. Ill swear I have great scruples of con- 
science myself in the point, and am much afraid I 
am not your friend if I am any part of the occasion 
that hinders you from accepting it. Yet I am sure 
my intentions towards you are very innocent and 
good, for you are one of those whose interests I shall 
ever prefer much above my own ; and you are not 
to thank me for it, since, to speak truth, I secure my 
own by it; for I defy my ill fortune to make me 
miserable, unless she does it in the persons of my 
friends. I wonder how your father came to know I 
was in town, unless my old friend, your cousin 
Hammond, should tell him. Pray, for my sake, be a 
very obedient son; all your faults will be laid to 
my charge else, and, alas! I have too many of my 
own. 

You say nothing how your sister does, which makes 
me hope there is no more of danger in her sickness. 
Pray, when it may be no trouble to her, tell her 
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how much I am her Servant ; and have a care of 
yourself this cold weather. I have read your Reyne 
Marguerite, and will return it you when you please. 
If you will have my opinion of her, I think she had 
a good deal of wit, and a great deal of patience for a 
woman of so high a spirit. She speaks with too 
much indifference of her husband’s several amours, 
and commends Bussy as if she were a little concerned 
in him. I think her a better sister than a wife, and 
believe she might have made a better wife to a better 
husband. But the story of Mademoiselle de 'Tour- 
non is so sad, that when I had read it I was able to 
go no further, and was fain to take up something else 
to divert myself withal. Have you read C/eopatre ? 
I have six tomes on’t here that I can lend you if you 
have not ; there are some stories in’t you will like, I 
believe. But what an ass am I to think you can be 
idle enough at London to read Romances! No, I’ll 
keep them till you come hither ; here they may be 
welcome to you for want of better company. Yet, 
that you may not imagine we are quite out of the 
world here, and so be frighted from coming, I can 
assure you we are seldom without news, such as it is ; 
and at this present we do abound with stories of my 
Lady Sunderland and Mr. Smith ; with what rever- 
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ence he approaches her, and how like a gracious 
princess she receives him, that they say ’tis worth 
one’s going twenty miles to see it. All our ladies 
are mightily pleased with the example, but I do not 
find that the men intend to follow it, and Pll under- 
take Sir Solomon Justinian wishes her in the Indias, 
for fear she should pervert his new wife. 

Your Fellow-servant kisses your hands, and says 
“‘Tf you mean to make love to her old woman this is 
the best time you can take, for she is dying; this 
cold weather kills her, I think.?? It has undone me, 
I’m sure, in killing an old knight that I have been 
waiting for this seven year, and now he dies and will 
leave me nothing, I believe, but leaves a rich widow 
for somebody. I think you had best come awooing 
to her ; I have a good interest in her, and it shall be 
all employed in your service if you think fit to make 
any addresses there. But to be sober now again, for 
God sake send me word how your journey goes 
forward, when you think you shall begin it, and how 
long it may last, when I may expect your coming this 
way ; and of all things, remember to provide a safe 
address for your letters when you are abroad. This 
is a strange, confused one, I believe ; for I have been 
called away twenty times, since I sat down to write 
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it, to my father, who is not very well ; but you will 
pardon it—we are past ceremony, and excusz me if I 
say no more now but that I am towours la méme, that 
is, ever 

Your affectionate 


FRIEND AND SERVANT. 
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GE TEE hae 


Sir,— 

Your last letter came like a pardon to one upon 
the block. I had given over the hopes on’t, having 
received my letters by the other carrier, who uses 
always to be last. The loss put me_ hugely 
out of order, and you would have both pitied and 
laughed at me if you could have seen how woodenly 
I entertained the widow, who came hither the day 
before, and surprised me very much. Not being 
able to say anything, I got her to cards, and there 
with a great deal of patience lost my money to her ; 
—or rather I gave it as my ransom. In the midst of 
our play, in comes my blessed Boy with your letter, 
and, in earnest, I was not able to disguise the joy it 
gave me, though one was by that is not much your 
friend, and took notice of a blush that for my life I 
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could not keep back. I put up the letter in my 
pocket, and made what haste I could to lose the 
money I had left, that I might take occasion to go 
fetch some more ; but I did not make such haste 
back again, I can assure you. I took time enough to 
have coined myself some money, if I had had the art 
on’t, and left my brother enough to make all his 
addresses to her,'if he were so disposed. I know [not] 
whether he was pleased or not, but I am sure I 
was, 

You make so reasonable demands that ’tis not fit 
you should be denied. You ask my thoughts but at 
one hour; you will think me bountiful, I hope, 
when I shall tell you that I know no hour when you 
have them not. No, in earnest, my very dreams are 
yours, and I have got such a habit of thinking of you 
that any other thought intrudes and grows uneasy to 
me. I drink your health every morning in a drench 
that would poison a horse, I believe, and ’tis the only 
way I have to persuade myself to take it. ”Tis the 
infusion of steel, and makes me so horridly sick, that 
every day at ten o’clock, I am making my will and 
taking leave of all my friends. You will believe you 
are not forgot then. They tell me I must take this 
ugly drink a fortnight, and then begin another as 
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bad ; but unless you say so too, I do not think I 
shall. ’Tis worse than dying, by the half. 

Iam glad your father is so kind to you. I shall 
not dispute it with him, because ’tis much more in 
his power than in mine, but I shall never yield that 
’tis more in his desires. Sure he was much pleased 
with that which was a truth when you told it him, 
but would have been none if he had asked the 
question sooner. He thought there was no danger 
of you since you were more ignorant and less con- 
cerned in my being in town than he. If I were 
Mrs. Ch[ambers], he would be more my friend ; but, 
howsoever, I am much his Servant, as he is your father. 
I have sent you your book. And since you are at 
leisure to consider the moon, you may be enough to 
read Copatre, therefore I have sent you three tomes ; 
when you have done with those you shall have the 
rest, and I believe they will please. There is a story 
of Artemise that I will recommend to you ; her dis- 
position I like extremely, it has a great deal of grati- 
tude in’t ; and if you meet with one Britomart, 
pray send me word how you like him. I am not 
displeased that my Lord makes no more haste, 
for though I am very willing you should go the 
journey for many reasons, yet two or three months 
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hence, sure, will be soon enough to visit so cold a 
country, and I would not have you endure two 
Winters in one year. Besides, I look for my eldest 
brother and my cousin Moll here shortly, and I should 
be glad to have nobody to entertain but you, whilst 
you are here. Lord! that you had the Invisible 
Ring, or Fortunatus his wishing hat ; now, at this 
instant, you should be here. 

My brother is gone to wait upon the widow 
homewards,—she that was born to persecute you and 
I, I think. She has so tired me with being here (but 
two days), that I do not think I shall accept of the 
offer she made me of living with her, in case my 
father dies before I have disposed of myself. Yet we 
are very great, and for my comfort she says she 
will come again about the latter end of June, and 
stay longer with me. My aunt is still in town, kept 
by her business, which I am afraid will not go well, 
they do so delay it; and my precious uncle does so 
visit her, and is so kind, that without doubt some 
mischief will follow. Do you know his son, my 
cousin Harry? ’Tis a handsome youth, and well- 
natured, but such a goose ; and he has bred him so 
strangely, that he needs all his ten thousand pound a year. 
I would fain have him marry my Lady Diana, she was 
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his mistress when he was a boy. He had more wit 
then than he has now, I think, and I have less wit 
than he, sure, for spending my paper upon him when 
Ihave so little. Here is hardly room for 
Your affectionate 
FRIEND aND SERVANT. 
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LETTER XI 


Sir,— 

I am so far from thinking you ill-natured for wish- 
ing I might not outlive you, that I should not have 
thought you at all kind if you had done otherwise ; 
no, in earnest, I was never yet so in love with my 
life but that I could have parted with it upon a much 
less occasion than your death, and ’twill be no com- 
pliment to you to say it would be very uneasy to me 
then, since ’tis not very pleasant to me now. Yet 
you will say I take great pains to preserve it, as ill as 
I like it ; but no, I’ll swear ’tis not that I intend in 
what I do ; all that I aim at is but to keep myself 
from growing a Beast. ‘They do so fright me with 
strange stories of what the spleen will bring me to in 
time, that I am kept in awe with them like a child; 
they tell me ’twill not leave me common sense, that 
I shall hardly be fit company for my own dogs, and 
that it will end either in a stupidness that will make 
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me incapable of anything, or fill my head with such 
whims as will make me ridiculous. To prevent this, 
who would not take steel or anything,—though I am 
partly of your opinion, that ’tis an ill kind of physic. 
Yet I am confident that I take it the safest way, for I 
do not take the powder, as many do, but only lay a 
piece of steel in white wine over night and drink the 
infusion next morning, which one would think were 
nothing, and yet ’tis not to be imagined how sick it 
makes me for an hour or two, and (which is the 
misery) all that time one must be using some kind of 
exercise. Your Fellow-servant has a blessed time 
on’t. I make her play at shuttlecock with me, 
and she is the veriest bungler at it that ever you 
saw. Then am I ready to beat her with the battle- 
dore, and grow so peevish as I grow sick, that I'll 
undertake she wishes there were no steel in England. 
But then to recompense the morning, I am in good 
humour all the day after, for joy that Iam well again. 
I am told ’twill do me good, and am content to 
believe ; if it does not, I am but where I was. 

I do not use to forget my old acquaintances. Al- 
manzor is as fresh in my memory as if I had visited 
his tomb but yesterday, though it be at least seven 
year agone since. You will believe I had not been 
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used to great afflictions, when I made his story such a 
one to me, as I cried an hour together for him, and 
was so angry with Alcidiana that for my life I could 
never love her after it. You do not tell me whether 
you received the books I sent you, but I will hope 
you did, because you say nothing to the contrary. 
They are my dear Lady Diana’s, and therefore I am 
much concerned that they should be safe. And now 
I speak of her, she is acquainted with your aunt, my 
Lady R., and says all that you say of her. If her 
niece has so much wit, will you not be persuaded to 
like her ; or say she has not quite so much, may not 
her fortune make itup? In earnest, I know not what 
to say, but if your father does not use all his kindness, 
and all his power, to make you consider your own 
advantage, he is not like other fathers. Can you 
imagine that he, that demands 5oo0f besides the 
reversion of an estate, will like bare 4ooof? Such 
miracles are seldom seen, and you must prepare to 
suffer a strange persecution, unless you grow conform- 
able ; therefore consider what you do, ’tis the part of 
a friend to advise you. I could say a great deal to 
this purpose, and tell you that ’tis not discreet to 
refuse a good offer, nor safe to trust wholly to your 
own judgment in your disposal. I was never better 
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provided in my life for a grave admonishing discourse. 
Would you had heard how I have been catechized 
for you, and seen how soberly I sit and answer to 
interrogatories. Would you think, that upon exami- 
nation, it is found that you are not an indifferent 
person to me? But the mischief is, that what my 
intentions or resolutions are, is not to be discovered, 
though much pains has been taken to collect all 
scattering circumstances ; and all the probable con- 
jectures that can be raised from thence has been 
urged, to see if anything would be confessed. And 
all this done with so much ceremony and compli- 
ment, so many pardons asked for undertaking to 
counsel or inquire, and so great kindness and passion 
for all my interests professed, that I cannot but take 
it well, though I am very weary on’t. You are 
spoken of with the reverence due to a person that | 
seem to like, and for as much as they know of you, 
you do deserve a very good esteem ; but your fortune 
and mine can never agree, and, in plain terms, we 
forfeit our discretions and run wilfully upon our own 
ruins, if there be such a thought. ‘To all this I make 
no reply but that, if they will needs have it that I am 
not without kindness for you, they must conclude 
withal that ’tis no part of my intention to ruin you, 
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and so the conference breaks up for that time. All 
this is my friend, that is not yours; and the gen- 
tleman that came up-stairs in a basket, I could tell 
him that he spends his breath to very little purpose, 
and has but his labour for his pains. Without his 
precepts my own judgment would preserve me from 
doing any that might be prejudicial to you, or unjusti- 
fiable to the world; but if these may be secured, 
nothing can alter the resolution I have taken of set- 
tling my whole stock of happiness upon the affection 
of a person that is dear to me, whose kindness I shall 
infinitely prefer before any other consideration what- 
soever, and I shall not blush to tell you that you have 
made the whole world besides so indifferent to me 
that, if I cannot be yours, they may dispose me how 
they please. Henry] C[romwell] will be as accept- 
able to me as anybody else. If I may undertake to 
counsel, J think you shall do well to comply with your 
father as far as is possible, and not to discover any 
aversion to what he desires farther than you can give 
reason for. What his disposition may be I know 
not ; but ’tis that of many parents to judge their 
children’s dislikes to be an humour of approving 
nothing that is chosen for them, which many times 
makes them take up another of denying their children 
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all they choose for themselves. I find I am in the 
humour of talking wisely if my paper would give 
me leave. ”Tis great pity, here is room for no more 


but— 
Your faithful 


FRIEND AND SERVANT. 
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LETTER XII 


Sir,— 

There shall be two Posts this week, for my brother 
sends his groom up, and I am resolved to make some 
advantage of it. Pray, what the paper denied me in 
your last, let me receive by him. Your Fellow-servant 
is a sweet jewel to tell tales of me. The truth is, I 
cannot deny but that I have been very careless of my- 
self, but, alas ! who would have been other? I never 
thought my life a thing worth my care whilst nobody 
was concerned in’t but myself ; now I shall look upon’t 
as something that you would not lose, and therefore 
shall endeavour to keep it for you. But then you must 
return my kindness with the same care of a life 
that’s much dearer to me. I shall not be so un- 
reasonable as to desire that, for my satisfaction, you 
should deny yourself a recreation that is pleasing to 
you, and very innocent, sure, when ’tis not used in 
excess, but I cannot consent you should disorder your- 
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self with it, and Jane was certainly in the right when 
she told you I would have chid if I had seen you 
so endanger a health that I am so much concerned in. 
But for what she tells you of my melancholy you must 
not believe : she thinks nobody in good humour un- 
less they laugh perpetually, as Nan and she does, which 
I was never given to much, and now I have been so 
long accustomed to my own natural dull humour that 
nothing can alter it. ”Tis not that I am sad (for as 
long as you and the rest of my friends are well), I 
thank God I have no occasion to be so, but I never 
appear to be very merry, and if I had all that I could 
wish for in the world, I do not think it would make 
any visible change in my humour. And yet with all 
my gravity I could not but laugh at your encounter in 
the Park, though I was not pleased that you should 
leave a fair lady and go lie upon the cold ground. 
That is full as bad as overheating yourself at tennis, 
and therefore remember ’tis one of the things you are 
forbidden. You have reason to think your father kind, 
and I have reason to think him very civil ; all his 
scruples are very just ones, but such as time anda little 
good fortune (if we were either of us lucky to it) 
might satisfy. He may be confident I can never 
think of disposing myself without my father’s consent ; 
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and though he has left it more in my power than 
almost anybody leaves a daughter, yet certainly I were 
the worst-natured person in the world, if his kindness 
were not a greater tie upon me than any advantage he 
could have reserved. Besides that, ’tis my duty, from 
which nothing can ever tempt me, nor could you like 
it in me if I should do otherwise, ’twould make me 
unworthy of your esteem ; but if ever that may be 
obtained, or I left free, and you in the same condi- 
tion, all the advantages of fortune or person imagin- 
able met together in one man should not be preferred 
before you. I think I cannot leave you better than 
with this assurance. ”Tis very late, and having been 
abroad all this day, I knew not till e’en now of this 
messenger. Good-night to you. ‘There needed no 
excuse for the conclusion of your letter. Nothing 
can please me better. Once more good-night. I 
am half in a dream already. 
Yours 


For Mr. Tempke. 


a 
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SirR,— 

Iam glad you ’scaped a beating, but, in earnest, 
would it had lighted upon my brother’s groom. I 
think I should have beaten him myself if I had been 
able. I have expected your letter all this day with 
the greatest impatience that was possible, and at last 
resolved to go out and meet the fellow ; and when I 
came down to the stables, I found him come, had set 
up his horse, and was sweeping the stable in great 
order. I could not imagine him so very a beast as to 
think his horses were to be serv’d before me, and 
therefore was presently struck with an apprehen- 
sion he had no letter for me: it went cold to my 
heart as ice, and hardly left me courage enough to 
ask him the question ; but when he had drawled it 
out that he thought there was a letter for me in his 
bag, I quickly made him leave his broom. ”T'was 
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well ’tis a dull fellow, he could not but have 
discerned else that I was strangely overjoyed with it, 
and earnest to have it; for though the poor fellow 
made what haste he could to untie his bag, I did 
nothing but chide him for being so slow. At last I had 
it, and, in earnest, I know not whether an entire 
diamond of the bigness on’t would have pleased me 
half so well ; if it would, it must be only out of this 
consideration, that such a jewel would make me rich 
enough to dispute you with Mrs. Ch[ambers,] and 
perhaps make your father like me as well. I like him, 
I’ll swear, and extremely too, for being so calm ina 
business where his desires were so much crossed. 
Either he has a great power over himself, or you have 
a great interest in him, or both. If you are pleased 
it should end thus, I cannot dislike it; but if it 
would have been happy for you, I should think my- 
self strangely unfortunate in being the cause that it 
went no further. I cannot say that I prefer your 
interest before my own, because all yours are so much 
mine, that ’tis impossible for me to be happy if you 
are not so ; but if they could be divided I am certain 
I should. And though you reproached me with 
unkindness for advising not to refuse a good offer, 
yet I shall not be discouraged from doing it again 
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when there is occasion, for I am resolved to be your 
friend, whether you will or no. And, for example, 
though I know you do not need my counsel, yet I 
cannot but tell you that I think ’twere very well 
that you took some care to make my Lady R. your 
friend, and oblige her by your civilities to believe that 
you were sensible of the favour was offered you, 
though you had not the grace to make good use on’t. 
In very good earnest now, she is a woman (by all that 
I have heard of her) that one would not lose ; be- 
sides that, ’twill become you to make some satisfaction 
for downright refusing a young lady—’twas un- 
mercifully done. 

Would to God you would leave that trick of 
making excuses! Can you think it necessary to me, 
or believe that your letters can be so long as to make 
them unpleasing to me? Are mine so to you? If 
they are not, yours never will be so to me. You see 
I say anything to you, out of a belief that, though my 
letters were more impertinent than they are, you 
would not be without them nor wish them shorter. 
Why should you be less kind ? If your Fellow-servant 
has been with you, she has told you I part with her 
but for her advantage. That I shall always be will- 
ing to do; but whensoever she shall think fit to 
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serve again, and is not provided of a better mistress, 
she knows where to find me. 

I have sent you the rest of C/opdtre, pray keep 
them all in your hands, and the next week I will 
send you a letter and directions where you shall 
deliver that and the books for my Lady. Is it possible 
that she can be indifferent to anybody? ‘Take heed 
of telling me such stories ; if all those excellences she 
is rich in cannot keep warm a passion without the 
sunshine of her eyes, what are poor people to expect ; 
and were it not a strange vanity in me to believe 
yours can be long-lived? It would be very pardon- 
able in you to change, but, sure, in him ’tis a mark 
of so great inconstancy as shows him of an humour 
that nothing can fix. When you go into the Ex- 
change, pray call at the great shop above “The 
Flower Pott.” I spoke to Heams, the man of the 
shop, when I was in town, for a quart of orange- 
flower water ; he had none that was good then, but 
promised to get me some. Pray put him in mind of 
it, and let him show it you before he sends it me, for 
I will not altogether trust to his honesty ; you see I 
make no scruple of giving you little idle commissions, 
’tisa freedom you allow me, and that I should be 
glad you would take. The Frenchman that set my 
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seals lives between Salisbury House and the Exchange, 
at a house that was not finished when I was there, 
and the master of the shop (his name is Walker), he 
made me pay 50s. for three, but ’twas too dear. 
You will meet with a story in these parts of C/opatre 
that pleased me more than any that ever I read in my 
life ; ’tis of one Délie, pray give me your opinion of her 
and her prince. ‘This letter is writ in great haste, 
as you may see; ’tis my brother’s sick day, and I am 
not willing to leave him long alone. I forgot to tell 
you in my last that he was come hither to try if he 
can lose an ague here that he got in Gloucestershire. 
He asked me for you very kindly, and if he knew I 
writ to you I should have something to say from him, 
besides what I should say for myself, if I had room. 
YRs. 
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LETTER XIV 


S1r,— 

That you may be sure it was a dream that I writ 
that part of my letter in, I do not now remember 
what it was I writ, but it seems it was very kind, and 
possibly you owe the discovery on’t to my being 
asleep. But I do not repent it, for I should not love 
you if I did not think you discreet enough to be 
trusted with the knowledge of all my kindness. There- 
fore ’tis not that I desire to hide it from you, but that 
I do not love to tell it ; and perhaps if you could read 
my heart, I should make less scruple of your seeing 
on’t there than in my letters. 

I can easily guess who the pretty young Lady is, for 
there are but two in England of that fortune, and 
they are sisters, but I am to seek who the gallant 
should be. Ifit be no secret, you may tell me. How- 
ever, I shall wish him all good success if he be your 
friend, as I suppose he is, by his confidence in you. If 
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it be neither of the Spencers, I wish it were ; I have 
not seen two young men that looked as if they deserved 
good fortunes so much as those brothers. 

But, bless me, what will become of us all now? 
Is not this a strange turn? What does my Lord 
L[isle] ? Sure this will at least defer your journey? 
Tell me what I must think on’t ; whether it be better 
or worse, or whether you are at all concern’d 
in’t? For if you are not I am not, only if I had been 
sO wise as to have taken hold of the offer was made me 
of H[enry] C[romwell], I might have been in a fair way 
of preferment, for, sure, they will be greater now than 
ever. Is it true that Alfgernon] S[idney] was so un- 
willing to leave the house, that the G[eneral] was fain 
to take the pains to turn him out himself? Well, ’tisa 
pleasant world this. If Mr. Pim were alive again, I 
wonder what he would think of these proceedings, and 
whether this would appear as great a breach of the 
Privilege of Parliament as the demanding the five mem- 
bers? But I shall talk treason by and by if I do not 
look to myself. Tis safer talking of the orange-flower 
water yousent me. ‘The carrier has given me a great 
charge to tell you that it came safe, and I must 
do him right. As you say, ’tis not the best I have 
seen, nor the worst. 
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I shall expect your Diary next week, though this 
will be but a short letter : you may allow me to make 
excuses too sometimes; but, seriously, my father is 
now so continually ill, that I have hardly time for 
anything. ”Tis but an ague that he has, but yet I am 
much afraid that is more than his age and weakness 
will be able to bear; he keeps his bed, and never 
rises but to have it made, and most times faints with 
that. You ought in charity to write as much as you 
can, for, in earnest, my life here since my father’s sick- 
ness is so sad that, to another humour than mine, it 
would be unsupportable ; but I have been so used to 
misfortunes, that I cannot be much surprised with 
them, though perhaps I am as sensible of them as an- 
other. Tl leave you, for I find these thoughts begin 
to put me in ill humour ; farewell, may you be ever 
happy. If I am so at all, ’tis in being 

Yours. 
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JA OUI DIRE 20 


Sir,— 

You must pardon me, I could not burn your other 
letter for my life ; I was so pleased to see I had so 
much to read, and so sorry I had done so soon, that I 
resolved to begin them again, and had like to have lost 
my dinner by it. 1 know not what humour you were 
in when you writ it; but Mr. Arbry’s prophecy and 
the falling down of the form did a little discompose 
my gravity. But I quickly recovered myself with 
thinking that you deserved to be chid for going where 
you knew you must of necessity lose your time. In 
earnest, I had a little scruple when I went with you 
thither, and but that I was assured it was too late to 
go any whither else, and believed it better to hear an 
ill sermon than none, I think I should have missed his 
belles remargues. You had repented you, I hope, of 
that and all other your faults, before you thought of 
dying. 
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What a satisfaction you had found out to make me 
for the injuries you say you have done me! And yet 
I cannot tell neither (though ’tis not the remedy 
I should choose) whether that were not a certain one 
for all my misfortunes ; for, sure, I should have no- 
thing then to persuade me to stay longer where they 
grow, and I should quickly take a resolution of leaving 
them and the world at once. I agree with you, too, 
that I do not see any great likelihood of the change of 
our fortunes, and that we have much more to wish 
than to hope for ; but ’tis so common a calamity that 
I dare not murmur at it ; better people have endured 
it, and I can give no reason why (almost) all are denied 
the satisfaction of disposing themselves to their own 
desires, but that it is a happiness too great for this 
world, and might endanger one’s forgetting the next ; 
whereas if we are crossed in that which only can make 
the world pleasing to us, we are quickly tired with the 
length of our journey and the disquiet of our inns, 
and long to be at home. One would think it were I 
that had heard the three sermons and were trying to 
make a fourth ; these are truths that might become a 
pulpit better than Mr. Arbry’s predictions. But lest 
you should think I have as many worms in my head 
as he, I’ll give over in time, and tell you how far Mr. 
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Luke and I are acquainted. He lives within four or 
five mile of me, and one day that I had been to visit 
a Lady that is nearer him than me, as I came back I 
met a coach with some company in’t that I knew, 
and thought myself obliged to salute. We all ’lighted 
and met, and I found more than I looked for, by two 
damsels and their squires. I was afterwards told they 
were of the Lu[ke]s, and possibly this man might be 
there, or else I never saw him ; for since these times 
we have had no commerce with that family, but have 
kept at great distance, as having upon several occasions 
been disobliged by them. But of late, I know not 
how, Sir Sam has grown so kind as to send to me for 
some things he desired out of this garden, and withal 
made the offer of what was in his, which I had reason 
to take for a high favour, for he is a nice florist ; and 
since this we are insensibly come to as good degrees of 
civility for one another, as can be expected from people 
that never meet. 

Who those demoiselles should be that were at 
Heamses I cannot imagine, and I know so few 
that are concerned in me or my name that I 
admire you should meet with so many that seem 
to be acquainted with it. Sure, if you had liked 
them you would not have been so sullen, and a less 
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occasion would have served to make you entertain 
their discourse, if they had been handsome. And yet 
I know no reason I have to believe that beauty is any 
argument to make you like people; unless I had 
more on’t myself. But be it what it will that dis- 
pleased you, I am glad they did not fright you away 
before you had the orange-flower water, for it is very 
good, and I am so sweet with it a days that I despise 
roses. When I have given you humble thanks for it, 
I mean to look over your other letter and take the 
heads, and to treat of them in order, as my time and 
your patience shall give me leave. 

And first for my Sheriff, let me desire you to 
believe he has more courage than to die upon a 
denial. No (thanks be to God !), none of my Servants 
are given to that ; I hear of many every day that 
marry, but of none that do worse. My brother sent 
me word this week that my fighting Servant is married 
too, and with the news this Ballad, which was to be 
sung in the grave that youdreamt of, I think : but because 
you tell me I shall not want company then, you may 
dispose of this piece of poetry as you please, when you 
have sufficiently admired with me where he found it 
out, for ’tis much older than that of my “ Lord of 
Lorne.” You ate altogether in the right that my 
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b[rother] will never be at quiet till he sees me disposed 
of, but he does not mean to lose me by it ; he knows 
that if I were married at this present, I should not be 
persuaded to leave my father as long as he lives ; and 
when this house breaks up, he is resolved to follow 
me if he can, which he thinks he might better do to 
a house where I had some power, than where I am 
but upon courtesy myself. Besides that, he thinks it 
would be to my advantage to be well bestowed, and 
by that he understands richly. He is much of 
your sister’s humour, and many times wishes me a 
husband that loved me as well as he does (though he 
seems to doubt the possibility on ’t), but never desires 
that I should love that husband with any passion, 
and plainly tells me so. He says it would not be so 
well for him, nor perhaps for me, that I should ; for 
he is of opinion that all passions have more of 
trouble than satisfaction in them, and therefore they 
are happiest that have least of them. You think him 
kind from a letter that you met with of his ; sure, 
there was very little of anything in that, or else I 
should not have employed it to wrapa book up. But, 
seriously, I many times receive letters from him, that 
were they seen without an address to me, or his name, 
nobody would believe they were from a brother; and 
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I cannot but tell him sometimes that, sure, he mis- 
takes and sends me letters that were meant to his 
Mistress, till he swears to me that he has none. 

Next week my persecution begins again; he comes 
down, and my cousin Moll is already cured of his 
imaginary dropsy,and means to meet him here. I shall 
be baited most sweetly, but sure they will not easily 
make me consent to make my life unhappy to satisfy 
their importunity. I was born to be very happy or 
very miserable, I know not which, but I am certain 
that as long as I am anything, I shall be 

Your most faithful 
FRrizEND AND SERVANT. 


You will never read half this letter ’tis so scribbled ; 
but ’tis no matter ’tis[not] much worth it. 
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OGIO AGZIE 


S1R,— 

If it were the carrier’s fault that you stayed so long 
for your letters, you are revenged, for I have chid him 
most unreasonably. But I must confess ’twas not for 
that, for I did not know it then, but going to meet him 
(as I usually do), when he gave me your letter I found 
the upper seal broke open, and underneath, (where it 
uses to be only closed with a little wax,) there was a 
seal, which though it were an anchor and a heart, me- 
thought it did not look like yours, but less, and much 
worse cut. ‘This suspicion was so strong upon me, 
that I chid till the poor fellow was ready to cry, and 
swore to me that it had never been touched since he 
had it, and that he was so careful of it,as he never put it 
with his other letters, but by itself, and that now it came 
amongst his money, which perhaps might break the 
seal ; and lest I should think it was his curiosity, he 
told me very ingenuously he could not read, and so 
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we parted for the present. But since, he has been 
with a neighbour of mine whom he sometimes delivers 
my letters to, and begged of her that she would go to 
me, and desire my worship to write to your worship to 
know how the letter was sealed, for it has so grieved 
him that I should think him so dishonest, that he has 
neither eat nor slept (to do him any good) since he 
came home, and in grace of God this shall be a 
warning to him as long as he lives. He takes it so 
heavily that I think I must be friends with him again ; 
but pray hereafter seal your letters, so as the difficulty 
of opening them may dishearten anybody from 
attempting it. 

It was but my guess that the ladies at Heamses were 
unhandsome ; but since you tell me they were remark- 
ably so, sure I know them by it ; they are two sisters, 
and might have been mine, if the Fates had so pleased. 
They have a brother that is not like them, and is a 
baronet besides. *Tis strange that you tell me of my 
Lords Shandoys and Arundel ; but what becomes ot 
young Compton’s estate? Sure my Lady Carey can- 
not neither in honour nor conscience keep it; besides 
that, she needs it less now than ever, her ‘son being 
(as I hear) dead. 

Sir T., I suppose, avoids you as a friend of mine. 
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My brother tells me they meet sometimes, and have 
the most ado to pull off their hats to one another 
that can be, and never speak. If I were in town, I'll 
undertake he would venture the being choked for 
want of air, rather than stir out of doors, for fear of 
meeting me. But did you not say in your last that 
you took something very ill from me? Oh, ’twas my 
humble thanks, well, you shall have no more of them 
then, nor no more Servants. I think indeed they 
are not necessary amongst friends. 

I take it very kindly that your father asked for me, 
and that you were not pleased with the question he 
made of the continuance of my friendship. I can 
pardon it him, because he does not know me, but I 
should never forgive you if you could doubt it. Were 
my face in no more danger of changing than my mind, 
I should be worth the seeing at threescore ; and that 
which is but very ordinary now, would then be 
counted handsome for an old woman; but, alas! I 
am more likely to look old before my time with grief. 
Never anybody had such luck with Servants ; what 
with marrying, and what with dying, they all leave 
me. Just now I have news brought me of the death 
of an old rich knight that has promised me this seven 
years to marry me whensoever his wife died, and now 
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he’s dead before her, and has left her such a widow, 
it makes me mad to think on’t, 1,200f a year join- 
ture and 20,000 in money and personal estate, and 
all this I might have had if Mr. Death had been 
pleased to have taken her instead of him. Well, who 
can help these things? But, since I cannot have him, 
would you had her! What say you? Shall I speak 
a good word for you? She will marry for certain, 
and though, perhaps, my brother may expect I should 
serve him in it, yet if you give me commission I’]l say 
I was engaged beforehand for a friend, and leave him 
to shift for himself. You would be my neighbour if 
you had her, and I should see you often. Think on’t, 
and let me know what you resolve? My Lady has 
writ me word that she intends very shortly to sit at 
Lilly’s for her picture for me; I give you notice on’t, 
that you may have the pleasure of seeing it sometimes 
whilst ’tis there. I imagine ’twill be so to you, for I 
am sure it would be a great one to me, and we do 
not use to differ in our inclinations, though I cannot 
agree with you that my brother’s kindness to me has 
anything of trouble in’t; no, sure, I may be just to 
you and him both, and to be a kind sister will take 
nothing from my being a 
Perrecr Frienp. 
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EID TIONS XO LIAL 


S1r,— 

I received your letter to-day, when I thought it 
almost impossible that I should be sensible of anything 
but my father’s sickness and my own affliction in it. 
Indeed, he was then so dangerously ill that we could 
not reasonably hope he should outlive this day ; yet 
he is now, I thank God, much better, and I am come 
so much to myself with it, as to undertake a long 
letter to you whilst I watch by him. ‘Towards the 
latter end it will be excellent stuff, I believe ; but, 
alas! you may allow me to dream sometimes. I have 
had so little sleep since my father was sick that I am 
never thoroughly awake. Lord, how I have wished 
for you! Here do I sit all night by a poor moped 
fellow that serves my father, and have much ado to 
keep him awake and myself too. If you heard the 
wise discourse that is between us, you would swear 
we wanted sleep ; but I shall leave him to-night to 
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entertain himself, and try if I can write as wisely as I 
talk. I am glad allis well again. In earnest, it would 
have lain upon my conscience if I had been the occa- 
sion of making your poor Boy lose a service, that if he 
has the wit to know how to value it, he would never 
have forgiven it me while he had lived. 

But while I remember it, let me ask you if you did 
not send my letter and C/¢opatre where I directed you 
for my lady ? I received one from her to-day full of 
the kindest reproaches, that she has not heard from 
me this three weeks. I have writ constantly to her, 
but I do not so much wonder that the rest are lost, 
as that she seems not to have received that which I 
sent to you nor the books. I do not understand it, 
but I know there is no fault of yoursin’t. But, hark 
you ! if you think to ’scape with sending me such bits 
of letters, you are mistaken. You say you are often 
interrupted, and I believe it ; but you must use then 
to begin to write before you receive mine, and when- 
soever you have any spare time allow me some of it. 
Can you doubt that anything can make your letters 
cheap? In earnest, ’twas unkindly said, and if I 
could be angry with you it should be for that. No, 
certainly they are, and ever will be, dear to me, as 
that which I receive a huge contentment by. How 
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shall I long, when you are gone your journey, to hear 
from you ! how shall I apprehend a thousand accidents 
that are not likely nor will never happen, I hope! 
Oh, if you do not send me long letters, then you are 
the cruellest person that can be! If you love me, you 
will ; and if you do not, I shall never love myself. 
You need not fear such a command as you mention. 
Alas ! I am too much concerned that you should love 
me ever to forbid it you; ’tis all that I propose of 
happiness to myself in the world. The turning of my 
paper has waked me ; all this while ] was in a dream. 
But ’tis no matter, I am content you should know 
they are of you, and that when my thoughts are left 
most at liberty they are the kindest. I'll swear my eyes 
are so heavy that I hardly see what or how I write, 
nor do I think you will be able to read it when I have 
done ; the best on ’t is, ’twill be no great loss to you 
if you do not, for, sure, the greatest part on’t is not sense, 
and yet on my conscience I shall go on with it. ’Tis 
like people that talk in their sleep, nothing interrupts 
them but talking to them again, and that you are not 
like to do at this distance ; besides that, at this instant 
you are, I believe, more asleep than I, and do not so 
much as dream that I am writing to you. My fellow- 


watchers have been asleep too, till, just now, they 


14 


begin to stretch and yawn ; they are going to try if 
eating and drinking can keep them awake, and I 
am kindly invited to be of their company; my 
father’s man has got one of the maids to talk nonsense 
to to-night, and they have got between them a bottle 
of ale. I shall lose my share, if I do not take them at 
their first offer. Your patience till I have drunk, and 
then I am for you again. 

And now, in the strength of this ale, I believe I 
shall be able to fill up this paper that’s left with some- 
thing or other ; and first let me ask you if you have 
seen a book of poems newly come out, made by my 
Lady Newcastle? For God sake if you meet with 
it send it me; they say ’tis ten times more extrava- 
gant than her dress. Sure, the poor woman is a little 
distracted, she could never be so ridiculous else as to 
venture at writing books, and in verse too. If I 
should not sleep this fortnight I should not come to 
that. My eyes grow a little dim though, for all the 
ale, and I believe if I could see it this is most strangely 
scribbled. Sure, I shall not find fault with your 
writing in haste, for anything but the shortness of 
your letter ; and ’twould be very unjust in me to tie 
you to a ceremony that I do not observe myself. No, 
for God sake let there be no such thing between us ; 
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a real kindness is so far beyond all compliment, that it 
never appears more than when there is least of t’other 
mingled withit. If, then, you would have me believe 
yours to be perfect, confirm it to me by a kind free- 
dom. ‘Tell me if there be anything that I can serve 
you in, employ me as you would do that sister that 
you say you love so well. Chide me when I do any- 
thing that is not well, but then make haste to tell me 
that you have forgiven me, and that you are what I 
shall ever be, a 
FairHruL Frienp. 
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LETTER XVIII 


S1r,— 

I have been reckoning up how many faults you lay 
to my charge in your last letter, and I find I am 
severe, unjust, unmerciful, and unkind. Oh me, 
how should one do to mend all these! ”Tis work 
for an age, and ’tis to be feared I shall be so old 
before I am good, that ’twill not be considerable to 
anybody but myself whether I am so or not. I say 
nothing of the pretty humour you fancied me in, in 
your dream, because ’twas but a dream. Sure, if it 
had been anything else, I should have remembered 
that my Lord L. loves to have his chamber and his 
bed to himself! But seriously, now, I wonder at 
your patience. How could you hear me talk so 
senselessly, though ’twere but in your sleep, and not 
be ready to beat me! What nice mistaken points of 
honour I pretended to, and yet could allow him room 
in the same bed with me! Well, dreams are pleasant 
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things to people whose humours are so ; but to have 
the spleen, and to dream upon ’t, is a punishment I 
would not wish my greatest enemy ! I seldom dream, 
or never remember them, unless they have been so 
sad as to put me into such disorder as I can hardly 
recover when I am awake, and some of those I am 
confident I shall never forget. 

You ask me how I pass my time here. I can give 
you a perfect account not only of what I do for the 
present, but what I am likely to do this seven year, 
if I stay here solong. J rise in the morning reason- 
ably early, and before I am ready I go round the 
house till I am weary of that, and then into the 
garden till it grows too hot for me. About ten o’clock 
I think of making me ready, and when that’s done I 
go into my father’s chamber, from thence to dinner, 
where my cousin Moll and I sit in great state, in a 
room, and at a table that would hold a great many 
more. After dinner we sit and talk till Mr. B. comes 
in question, and then lam gone. The heat of the 
day is spent in reading or working, and about six or 
seven o’clock I walk out into a common that lies hard 
by the house, where a great many young wenches keep 
sheep and cows, and sit in the shade singing of ballads. 
I go to them and compare their voices and beauties 


78 


to some ancient shepherdesses that I have read of, and 
find a vast difference there; but, trust me, I think 
these are as innocent as those could be. I talk to 
them, and find they want nothing to make them the 
happiest people in the world, but the knowledge that 
they are so. Most commonly, when we are in the 
midst of our discourse, one looks about her, and spies 
her cows going into the corn, and then away they all 
run as if they had wings at their heels. I, that am 
not so nimble, stay behind ; and when I see them 
driving home their cattle, I think ’tis time for me to 
retire too. When I have supped, I go into the 
garden, and so to the side of a small river that runs 
by it, where I sit down and wish you with me 
(you had best say this is not kind neither). In 
earnest, tis a pleasant place, and would be much 
more so to me if I had your company. I sit there 
sometimes till I am lost with thinking ; and were it 
not for some cruel thoughts of the crossness of our 
fortunes that will not let me sleep there, I should 
forget that there were such a thing to be done as 
going to bed. 

Since I writ this my company is increased by two, 
my brother Harry and a fair niece, the eldest of my 
brother Peyton’s daughters. She is so much a woman, 
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that I am almost ashamed to say I am her aunt ; and 
so pretty, that, if I had any design to gain a Servant, 
I should not like her company; but I have none, 
and therefore shall endeavour to keep her here 
as long as I can persuade her father to spare her, 
for she will easily consent to it, having so much of 
my humour (though it be the worst thing in her) as 
to like a melancholy place and little company. My 
brother John is not come down again, nor am I 
certain when he will be here. He went from 
London into Gloucestershire to my sister who was very 
ill, and his youngest girl, of which he was very fond, 
is since dead. But I believe by that time his wife has 
a little recovered her sickness and the loss of her child, 
he will be coming this way. My father is reasonably 
well, but keeps his chamber still, and will hardly, I 
am afraid, ever be so perfectly recovered as to come 
abroad again. 

I am sorry for poor Walker, but you need not 
doubt of what he has of yours in his hands, for it 
seems he does not use to do his work himself. I 
speak seriously, he keeps a Frenchman that sets all his 
seals and rings. If what you say of my Lady Lep- 
pington be of your own knowledge, I shall believe 
you, but otherwise I can assure you I have heard 
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from people that pretend to know her very well, that her 
kindness to Compton was very moderate, and that she 
never liked him so well, as when he died and gave her 
his estate. But they might be deceived, and ’tis not 
so strange as that you should imagine a coldness and 
an indifference in my letters, when I so little meant 
it ; but I am not displeased you should desire my 
kindness enough to apprehend the loss of it when it 
is safest. Only I would not have you apprehend it 
so far as to believe it possible,—that were an injury 
to all the assurances I have given you, and if you love 
me you cannot think me unworthy. I should think 
myself so, if I found you grew indifferent to me, that 
I have had so long and so particular a friendship for ; 
but, sure, this is more than I need to say. You are 
enough in my heart to know all my thoughts, and if 
so, you know better than I can tell you how much [| 
am 
Yours. 


LETTER XIX 


S1r,— 

If to know I wish you with me pleases you, ’tis a 
satisfaction you may always have, for I do it perpetu- 
ally ; but were it really in my power to make you 
happy, I could not miss being so myself, for I know 
nothing else I want towards it. You are admitted to 
all my entertainments ; and ’twould be a pleasing 
surprise to me to see you amongst my shepherdesses. 
I meet some there sometimes that look very like 
gentlemen (for ’tis a road), and when they are in good 
humour they give us a compliment as they go by ; 
but you would be so courteous as to stay, I hope, if 
we entreated you ; ’tis in your way to this place, and 
just before the house. *Tis our Hyde Park, and every 
fine evening, anybody that wanted a mistress might 
be sure to find one there. I have wondered often to 
meet my fair Lady Ruthin there alone ; methinks it 
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should be dangerous for an heir. I could find in my 
heart to steal her away myself, but it should be rather 
for her person than her fortune. My brother says 
not a word of you, nor your service, nor do I expect 
he should ; if I could forget you, he would not help 
my memory. You would laugh, sure, if I could tell 
you how many Servants he has offered me since he 
came down ; but one above all the rest I think he is 
in love with himself, and may marry him too, if he 
pleases, I shall not hinder him. ’Tis one Talbot, the 
finest gentleman he has seen this seven year; but 
the mischief on ’t is he has not above fifteen or sixteen 
hundred pound a year, though he swears he begins 
to think one might bate 500 a year for such a hus- 
band. I tell him I am glad to hear it ; and that if I 
were as much taken (as he) with Mr. Ta[Ibot], I should 
not be less gallant ; but I doubted the first extremely. 
I have spleen enough to carry me to Epsom this 
summer ; but yet I think I shall not go. If I make 
one journey, I must make more, for then I have no 
excuse, and rather than be obliged to that, I’ll make 
none. You have so often reproached me with the 
loss of your liberty, that to make you some amends I 
am contented to be your prisoner this summer ; but 
you shall do one favour for me into the bargain. 
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When your father goes into Ireland, lay your com- 
mands upon some of his servants to get you an Irish 
greyhound. I have one that was the General’s; 
but ’tis a bitch, and those are always much less than 
the dogs. I gotit in the time of my favour there, 
and it was all they had. Henry] C[romwell] under- 
took to write to his brother Fleetwood for another 
for me ; but I have lost my hopes there. Whomso- 
ever it is that you employ, he will need no other 
instructions but to get the biggest he can meet with ; 
’tis all the beauty of those dogs, or of any indeed, I 
think. A masty is handsomer to me than the 
most exact little dog that ever lady played withal. 
You will not offer to take it ill that I employ you in 
such a commission, since I have told you that the 
General’s son did not refuse it ; but I shall take it ill 
if you do not take the same freedom whensoever 
I am capable of serving you. The town must 
needs be unpleasant now, and, methinks, you might 
contrive some way of having your letters sent to you, 
without giving yourself the trouble of coming to town 
for them when you have no other business; you 
must pardon me if I think they cannot be worth it. 

I am told that R. Spencer is a Servant to a lady of 
my acquaintance, a daughter of my Lady Lexington’s. 
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Is it true? And if it be, what is become of the 
2500f lady? Would you think it, that I have an 
ambassador from the Emperor Justinian that comes to 
renew the treaty? In earnest, ’tis true, and I want 
your counsel extremely, what to do in it. You told 
me once that of all my Servants you liked him the 
best. If I could do so too, there were no dispute in ’t. 
Well, Pll think on ’t, and if it succeed I will be as 
good as my word ; you shall take your choice of my 
four daughters. Am not I beholding to him, think 
you? He says that he has made addresses, ’tis true, 
in several places since we parted, but could not fix 
anywhere ; and in his opinion, he sees nobody that 
would make so fit a wife for him as I. He has often 
inquired after me to hear if I were not marrying, and 
somebody told him I had an ague, and he presently 
fell sick of one too, so natural a sympathy there is 
between us ; and yet for all this, on my conscience, 
we shall never marry. He desires to know whether 
I am at liberty or not. What shall I tell him? Or 
shall I send him to you to know? I think that will 
be best. I'll say that you are much my friend, and 
that I have resolved not to dispose of myself but with 
your consent and approbation, and therefore he must 
make all his court to you; and when he can bring 
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me a certificate under your hand, that you think him 

a fit husband for me, ’tis very likely I may have him. 

Till then I am his humble Servant and your 
FalrHFUL FRIEND. 


86 


LETTER XX 


S1r,— 

I am sorry my last letter frighted you so; ’twas 
no part of my intention it should; but Iam more 
sorry to see by your first chapter that your humour is 
not always so good as I could wish it. ’T'was the 
only thing I ever desired we might differ in, and 
therefore I think it is denied me. Whilst I read the 
description on ’t, I could not believe but that I had 
writ it myself, it was so much my own. I pity you, 
in earnest, much more than I do myself; and yet I 
may deserve yours when I shall have told you, that 
besides all that you speak of, I have gotten an ague 
that with two fits has made me so very weak, that 
I doubted extremely yesterday whether I should be 
able to sit up to-day to write to you. But you must 
not be troubled at this ; that’s the way to kill me in- 
deed. Besides, it is impossible I should keep it long, 
for here is my eldest brother, and my cousin Moll, 
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and two or three more of them, that have great under- 
standing in agues, as people that have been long 
acquainted with them, and they do so tutor and govern 
me, that I am neither to eat, drink, nor sleep without 
their leave ; and, sure, my obedience deserves they 
should cure me, or else they are great tyrants to very 
little purpose. You cannot imagine how cruel they are 
to me, and yet will persuade me ’tis for my good. 
I know they mean it so, and therefore say nothing, but 
submit, and sigh to think those are not here that 
would be kinder to me But you were cruel yourself 
when you seemed to apprehend I might oblige you to 
make good your last offer. Alack! if I could pur- 
chase the empire of the world at that rate, I should 
think it much too dear; and though, perhaps, I am 
too unhappy myself ever to make anybody else happy, 
yet, sure, I shall take heed that my misfortunes may 
not prove infectious to my friends. You ask counsel 
of a person that is very little able to give it. I can- 
not imagine whither you should go, since this journey 
is broke. You must e’en be content to stay at home, 
I think, and see what will become of us, though I 
expect nothing of good ; and, sure, you never madea 
truer remark in your life than that all changes are for 
the worse. Will it not stay your father’s journey too ? 
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Methinks it should. For God sake write me all that 
you hear or can think of, that I may have something 
to entertain myself withal. I have a scurvy head that 
will not let me write longer. 
Iam 
Yours. 


For Mrs. Paynter, at her house in 
Bedford Street, next “y Goate,”’ 
In Covent Garden. 
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IMIR LOGE 


Sir,— 

I do not know that anybody has frighted me, or 
beaten me, or put me into more passion than what I 
usually carry about me, but yesterday I missed my 
fit, and am not without hope I shall hear no more 
on ’t. My Father has lost his too, and my eldest 
brother, but we all look like people risen from the 
dead. Only my cousin Moll keeps his still; and, in 
earnest, I am not certain whether he would lose it or 
not, for it gives him a lawful occasion of being nice 
and cautious about himself, to which he in his own 
humour is so much inclined that ’twere not easy for 
him to forbear it. You need not send me my Lady 
Newcastle’s book at all, for I have seen it, and am 
satisfied that there are many soberer people in Bedlam. 
Pll swear her friends are much to blame to let her go 
abroad. 

But I am hugely pleased that you have seen my 
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Lady. I knew you could not choose but like her ; 
but yet, let me tell you, you have seen but the worst 
of her. Her conversation has more charms than can 
be in mere beauty, and her humour and disposition 
would make a deformed person appear lovely. You 
had strange luck to meet my brother so soon. He 
went up but last Tuesday. I heard from him on 
Thursday, but he did not tell me he had seen you; 
perhaps he did not think it convenient to put me in 
mind of you; besides, he thought he told me enough 
in telling me my cousin O[sborne] was married. Why 
did you not send me that news, anda garland? Well, 
the best on ’t is I have a squire now, that is as good as 
a knight. He was coming as fast as a coach and six 
horses could bring him, but I desired him to stay till 
my ague was gone, and give me a little time to 
recover my good looks ; for I protest, if he saw me 
now, he would never desire to see me again. Oh, me! 
I can but think how I shall sit like the “lady” of the 
lobster, and give audience at Babram. You have 
been there, I am sure. Nobody that is at Cambridge 
’scapesit. Butyouwerenever so welcome thither as you 
shall be when I am mistress on ’t. In the meantime 
I have sent you the first tome of Cyrus to read; when 
you have done with it, leave it at Mr. Hollingsworth’s, 
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and I’ll send you another. I have had ladies with 
me all this afternoon that are for London to-morrow, 
and now have I as many letters to write as my Lord 
General’s Secretary. Forgive me that this is no longer, 
for I am 

Yours. 


For Mrs. Paynter, at her house in 
Bedford Street, next “‘y Goate,” 
In Covent Garden. 
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LETTER XXII 


Si1r,— 

You are more in my debt than you imagine. I 
never deserved a long letter so much as now, when 
you sent me a short one. I could tell you such a 
story (’tis too long to be written) as would make you 
see (what I never discovered in myself before) that I 
am a valiant lady. In earnest, we have had such a 
skirmish, and upon so foolish an occasion, as I cannot 
tell which is strangest. ‘The Emperor and his pro- 
posals began it ; I talked merrily on’t till I saw my 
b[rother] put on his sober face, and could hardly then 
believe he was in earnest. It seems he was, for when 
I had spoke freely my meaning, it wrought so with 
him as to fetch upall that lay upon his stomach. All 
the people that I had ever in my life refused were 
brought again upon the stage, like Richard the III.’s 
ghosts, to reproach me withal ; and all the kindness 
his discoveries could make I had for you was laid to 
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my charge. My best qualities (if I have any that are 
good) served but for aggravations of my fault, and I 
was allowed to have wit and understanding and dis- 
cretion in other things, that it might appear I had 
none in this. Well, ’twasa pretty lecture, and I grew 
warm with it after a while ; in short, we came so near 
an absolute falling out that ’twas time to give over, and 
we said so much then that we have hardly spoken a 
word together since. But ’tis wonderful to see what 
Curtseys and Legs pass between us ; and as before we 
were thought the kindest brother and sister, we are 
certainly now the most complimental couple in England. 
’Tis a strange change, and I am very sorry for it, but 
V’ll swear I know not how to help it. I look upon’t 
as one of my great misfortunes, and I must bear it, 
as that which is not my first nor likely to be my last. 
Tis but reasonable (as you say) that you should see 
me, and yet I know not, now, how it can well be. I 
am not for disguises, it looks like guilt, and I would 
not do athingI durst not own. I cannot tell whether 
(if there were a necessity of your coming) I should 
not choose to have it when he is at home, and rather 
expose him to the trouble of entertaining a person 
whose company (here) would not be pleasing to him, 
and perhaps an opinion that I did it purposely to cross 
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him, than that your coming in his absence should be 
thought a concealment. ”T'was one reason, more than 
I told you, why I resolved not to go to Epsom this 
summer, because I knew he would imagine it an 
agreement between us, and that something besides my 
spleen carried me thither ; but whether you see me, or 
not, you may be satisfied I am safe enough, and you 
are in no danger to lose your prisoner, since so great a 
violence as this has not broke her chains. You will 
have nothing to thank me for after this; my whole 
life will not yield such another occasion to let you see 
at what rate I value your friendship, and I have been 
much better than my word in doing but what I 
promised you, since I have found it a much harder 
thing not to yield to the power of a near relation, 
and a great kindness, than I could then imagine it. 
To let you see I did not repent me of the last 
commission, I’ll give you another. Here isa seal that 
Walker set for me, and ’tis dropt out ; pray give it 
him to mend. If anything could be wondered at in 
this age, I should, very much, how you come by your 
informations. ”Tis more than I know if Mr. Freeman 
be my Servant. I saw him not long since, and he 
told me no such thing. Do you know him? In 
earnest, he’s a pretty gentleman, and has a great deal 
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of good nature, I think, which may oblige him 
perhaps to speak well of his acquaintances without 
design. Mr. Fish is the Squire of Dames, and has 
so many mistresses that anybody may pretend a share 
in him and be believed; but though I have the 
honour to be his near neighbour, to speak freely, I 
cannot brag much that he makes any court to me; 
and I know no young woman in the country that he 
does not visit oftener. 

I have sent you another tome of Cy7us, pray send 
the first to Mr. Hollingsworth for my Lady. My 
cousin Moll went from hence to Cambridge on 
Thursday, and there’s an end of Mr. B. I have 
no company now but my niece Peyton. My 
brother will be shortly for the term, but will make no 
long stay in town. I think my youngest brother 
comes down with him. Remember that you owe me 
a long letter, and something for forgiving your last. 
I have no room for more than 


Yours, 


LETTER XXIIT 


Sir,— 

I ’ll tell you of no more of my Servants. I can no 
sooner give you some little hints whereabouts they 
live, but you know them presently, and I meant you 
should be beholding to me for your acquaintance. 
But it seems this gentleman is not of so easy access, but 
that you may acknowledge something due to me, if I 
incline him to look graciously upon you, and therefore 
there is not much harm done. What has kept him 
from marrying all this while, or how the humour 
comes so furiously upon him now, I know not ; but 
if he may be believed, he is resolved to be a most 
“Romance” squire, and go in quest of some enchanted 
damsel, whom if he likes, as to her person (for fortune 
is a thing below him, and we do not read in 
history that any knight or squire was ever so dis- 
courteous as to inquire what portions their ladies had), 
—then he comes with the Power of the County to 
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demand her (which for the present he may dispose of, 
being Sheriff), so that I do not see who is able to resist 
him. All that is to be hoped is, that since he may 
reduce whomsoever he pleases to his obedience, he will 
be very curious in his choice, and then I am secure. 
It may be I dreamt it, that you had met my brother, 
or else it was one of the reveries of my ague ; if so, I 
hope I shall fall into no more of them. I have missed 
four fits, and had but five, and have recovered so much 
strength as made me venture to meet your letter on 
Wednesday a mile from home. Yet my recovery will 
be nothing towards my leaving this place, where many 
reasons will oblige me to stay at least all this summer, 
unless some great alteration should happen in this 
family ; that which I most own is my father’s ill- 
health, which, though it be not in that extremity it 
has been, yet keeps him still a prisoner to his chamber, 
and for the most part to his bed, which is reason 
enough. But, besides, I can give you others. I am 
here much more out of people’s way than in town, 
where my aunt and such as pretend an interest in me, 
and a power over me, do so ‘persecute me with their 
good motions, and take it so ill that they are not ac- 
cepted, as I would live in a hollow tree to avoid them. 
Here I have nobody but my brother to torment me, 
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whom I can take the liberty to dispute with, and 
whom I have prevailed with hitherto to bring none 
of his pretenders to this place, because of the noise all 
such people make in a country, and the tittle-tattle it 
breeds amongst neighbours that have nothing to do but 
to inquire who marriesand who makes love. If I 
can but keep him still in that humour, Mr. B. 
and I are likely to preserve our state, and treat at 
distance, like princes ; but we have not sent one another 
our pictures yet, though my cousin Mfoll], who was 
his agent here, begged mine very earnestly. But, I 
thank God, an imagination took him one morning 
that he was falling into a dropsy, and made him in 
such haste to go back to Cambridge to his doctor, that 
he never remembered anything he had to ask of me, 
but the coach to carry him away. I lent it most 
willingly, and gone he is. My eldest brother goes up 
to town on Monday too; perhaps you may see him, 
but I cannot direct you where to find him, for he is 
not yet resolved himself where to lie; only ’tis 
likely Nan may tell you when he is there. He will 
make no stay, I believe. You will think him altered 
and (if it be possible) more melancholy than he was. 
If marriage agrees no better with other people than it 
does with him, I shall pray that all my friends may 
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’scape it. Yet if I were my cousin, H. Danvers, my 
Lady Diana should not, if I could help it, as well as I 
love her : I would try if ten thousand pound a year 
with a husband that doted on her, as I should do, 
could not keep her from being unhappy. Well, in 
earnest, if I were a prince, that lady should be my 
mistress, but I can give no rule to anybody else, and 
perhaps those that are in no danger of losing their 
hearts to her may be infinitely taken with one I 
should not value at all; for so (say the Justinians) 
wise Providence has ordained it, that by their different 
humours everybody might find something to please 
themselves withal, without envying their neighbours. 
And now I have begun to talk gravely and wisely, I’ll 
try if I can go a little further without being out. 
No, I cannot, for I have forgot already what ’twas I 
would have said; but ’tis no matter, for, as I re- 
member, it was not much to the purpose, and, 
besides, I have paper little enough left to chide you 
for asking so unkind a question as whether you were 
still the same in my thoughts. Have you deserved 
to be otherwise ; that is, am I no more in yours? 
For till that be, tis impossible the other should ; but 
that will never be, and I shall be always the same I 
am. My heart tells me so, and I may believe it ; for if 
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’twere otherwise, Fortune would not persecute us thus. 
Oh, me! she’s cruel, and how far her power may 
reach I know not, only I am sure, she cannot call 
back time that is past, and it is long since we resolved 
to be for ever 


Mosr Fairurut FRienps. 
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DETTE Ree 


S1r,— 

You amaze me with your story of Tom Cheek. I 
am certain he could not have it where you imagine, 
and ’tis a miracle to me that he remembers there 
is such a one in the world as his cousin D.O. Iam 
sure he has not seen her this six year, and I think but 
once in his life. If he has spread his opinion in that 
family, I shall quickly hear on ’t, for my cousin Moll 
is now gone to Kimbolton to my Lf{ord] Manchester, 
and from thence he goes to Moor Park to my cousin 
Franklin’s, and in one, or both, he will be sure to meet 
with it. The matter is not great, for though I confess I 
do naturally hate the noise and talk of the world, and 
should be best pleased never to be known in ’t upon any 
occasion whatsoever ; yet, since it can never be wholly 
avoided, one must satisfy oneself by doing nothing that 
one need care who knows. I do not think it @ propos to 
tell anybody that you and I are very good friends, and 
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it were better, sure, if nobody knew it but we our- 
selves. But if, in spite of all our caution, it be dis- 
covered, ’tis no treason nor anything else that’s ill ; 
and if anybody should tell me that I had a greater 
kindness and esteem for you than for any one besides, 
I do not think I should deny it ; howsoever, you do 
oblige me in not owning any such thing, for as you 
say, I have no reason to take it ill that you endeavour 
to preserve me a liberty, though I am never likely to 
make use on’t. Besides that, I agree with you too, 
that certainly ’tis much better you should owe my 
kindness to nothing but your own merit and my incli- 
nation, than that there should lie any other necessity 
upon me of making good my word to you. 

For God sake do not complain so, that you do not 
see me; I believe I do not suffer less in ’t than you, 
but ’tis not to be helped. If I had a picture that were 
fit for you, you should have it. I have but one that’s 
anything like, ahd that’s a great one, but I will send it 
some time or other to Cooper or Hoskins, and have a 
little one drawn by it, if I cannot be in town to sit 
myself. You undo me by but dreaming how happy 
we might have been, when I consider how far we are 
from it in reality. Alas ! how can you talk of defy- 
ing fortune ; nobody lives without it, and therefore 
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why should you imagine you could? I know not 
how my b[rother] comes to be so well informed as you 
say, but I am certain he knows the utmost of the in- 
juries you have received from her. ”Tis not possible 
she should have used you worse than he says. We 
have had another debate, but much more calmly. 
Twas just upon his going up to town, and perhaps he 
thought it not fit to part in anger. Not to wrong 
him, he never said to me (whate’er he thought) a word 
in prejudice of you in your own person, and I never 
heard him accuse anything but your fortune and my 
indiscretion. And whereas I did expect that (at least 
in compliment to me) he should have said we had been 
a couple of fools well met, he says by his troth he does 
not blame you, but bids me not deceive myself to 
think you have any great passion for me. 

If you have done with the first part of Cyrus, I 
should be glad Mr. Hollingsworth had it, because I 
mentioned some such thing in my last to my Lady ; 
but there is no haste of restoring the other unless she 
should send to me for it, which I believe she will not. 
I have a third tome here against you have done with 
the second ; and to encourage you, let me assure you 
that the more you read of them you will like them 
still better. Oh, me! whilst I think on ’t, let me ask 
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you one question seriously, and pray resolve me truly ; 
—do I look so stately as people apprehend? I vow 
to youl made nothing on ’t when Sir Emperor said so, 
because I had no great opinion of his judgment, but 
Mr. Freeman makes me mistrust myself extremely, not 
that I am sorry I did appear so to him (since it kept 
me from the displeasure of refusing an offer which I 
do not perhaps deserve), but that it isa scurvy quality in 
itself, and I am afraid I have it in great measure if I 
showed any of it to him, for whom I have so much 
of respect and esteem, If it be so, you must needs 
know it; for though my kindness will not let me look so 
upon you, you can see what I do to other people. 
And, besides, there was a time when we ourselves were 
indifferent to one another ;—did I do so then, or 
have I learnt it since? For God sake tell me, that 
I may try to mend it. I could wish, too, that you 
would lay your commands on me to forbear fruit : 
here is enough to kill a thousand such as I am, and so 
excellently good, that nothing but your power can 
secure me; therefore forbid it me, that I may live 


to be 
Yours. 
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JPET IGEN Moa? 


Sir,— 

You have furnished me now with arguments to 
convince my b[rother], if he should ever enter upon the 
dispute again. In earnest, I believed all this before, 
but ’twas something an ignorant kind of faith in me. 
I was satisfied myself, but could not tell how to per- 
suade another ofthe truth on’t ; and to speak indiffer- 
ently, there are such multitudes that abuse the names 
of love and friendship, and so very few that either 
understand or practise it in reality, that it may raise 
great doubts whether there is any such thing in the 
world or not, and such as do not find it in themselves 
will hardly believe ’tis anywhere. But it will easily 
be granted, that most people make haste to be miser- 
able ; that they put on their fetters as inconsiderately 
as a woodcock runs into a noose, and are carried by 
the weakest considerations imaginable to do a thing of 
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the greatest consequence of anything that concerns 
this world. I was told by one (who pretends to know 
him very well) that nothing tempted my cousin 
O[sborne] to marry his lady (so much) as that she was 
an Earl’s daughter ; which methought was the prettiest 
fancy, and had the least of sense in it, of any I had 
heard on, considering that it was no addition to her 
person, that he had honour enough before for his 
fortune, and how little ’tis esteemed in this age,—if 
it be anything in a better,—which for my part I am 
not well satisfied in. Besides that, in this particular it 
does not sound handsomely; my Lady Bridget 
O[sborne] makes a worse name a great deal, methinks, 
than plain my Lady O[sborne] would do. 

And now I speak of cousins let me tell you that 
(allowing all that Mrs. F. said of the person she 
recommended to you, to be but compliment, or that 
she thought she could not say less upon such an 
occasion), I may confess I think she meant me, and 
spoke it, as you say, malicieusement ; for’tis true that 
her husband was proposed by one that is our neigh- 
bour, and has some interest in the family asa trustee for 
theestate. I think I heard my Mother speak of it once, 
but how it fell to the ground I cannot tell. Perhaps 
he was a little engaged then where he is now fast. 
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I have been studying how Tom C[{heek] might 
come by his intelligence, and I verily believe he has it 
from my cousin Peters. She lives near them in 
Essex, and in all likelihood, for want of other discourse 
to entertain him withal, she has come out with all she 
knows. The last time I saw her she asked me for 
you before she had spoke six words to me; and I, 
who of all things do not love to make secrets of trifles, 
told her I had seen you that day. She said no more, 
nor I neither; but perhaps it worked in her little 
brain. The best on’t is, the matter is not great, for 
though I confess I had rather nobody knew it, yet ’tis 
that I shall never be ashamed to own. 

How kindly do I take these civilities of your 
father’s; in earnest, you cannot imagine how his 
letter pleased me. I used to respect him merely as he 
was your father, but I begin now to owe it to him- 
self; all that he says is so kind and so obliging, so 
natural and so easy, that one may see ’tis perfectly 
his disposition, and has nothing of disguise in ’t. 
Tis long since that I knew how well he writes, perhaps 
you have forgot that you showed me a letter of his (to 
a French Marquis, I think, or some such man of his 
acquaintance) when I first knew you; I remember it 
very well, and that I thought it as handsome a letter 
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as I had seen; but I have no skill it seems, for I 
like yours too ! 

You shall excuse me for giving you leave to believe 
that I might have been happy if I could have resolved 
to have been so without you. ”Tis very true that I 
never tried to resolve it, for if I had, I think it had 
been to very little purpose. But if I could have done 
that, I know not whether I should have been ever a 
whit the nearer being happy. If one could be so for 
resolving it, twere not so hard a thing to get as ’tis 
believed. Is not your cousin Ranke left a rich widow? 
I was told so to-day, and that she is very handsome 
too. A fine house I am sure she has; it was my 
Lord Paget’s. ‘That name makes me remember to 
tell you that I hada letter t’other day from my Lady, 
where she sends me the news of her sister Isabella’s 
being come over. If you saw it, you would conclude 
with me that where she loves, ’tis with passion. She 
is as absolutely wild with joy, as anything in Bedlam 
is mad, and all that she says is so strangely disjointed, 
that one who did not know her would think she 
were a very odd body. But yet it is a thousand times 
more natural than the Oxford letter you sent me. I 
do not envy that kind of wit by no means, such ex- 
travangances as you say seldom mean anything. 
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I can pardon all my cousin F[ranklin]’s little plots of 
discovery, if she believed herself when she said she 
was confident our humours would agree extremely 
well. In earnest, I think they do; for I mark that I 
am always of your opinion, unless it be when you 
will not allow that you write well, for there Iam too 
much concerned. Jane told me t’other day very 
soberly that we writ very much alike. I think she 
said it with an intent to please me, and did not fail 
int; but if you write ill, twas no great compliment 
tome. 4 propos de Jane, she bids me tell you that, 
if you liked your marmalade of quince, she could 
send you more, and she thinks better, that has been 
made since. 

’Twas a strange caprice, as you say, of Mrs. 
Harrison, but there is fate as well as love in those 
things. The Queen took the greatest pains to per- 
suade her from it that could be; and (as somebody 
says, | know not who) “ Majesty is no ill orator” ; but 
all would not do. When she had nothing to say for 
herself she told her she had rather beg with Mr. 
Howard than live in the greatest plenty that could be 
with either my Lord Br[oghill], Charles Rich, or Mr. 
Nevill,—for all these were dying for her then. Iam 
afraid she has altered her opinion, since ’twas too late, 
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for I do not take Mr. H[oward] to be a person that 
can deserve one should neglect all the world for him. 
And where there is no reason to uphold a passion, it 
will sink of itself; but where there is, it may last 


eternally. I am 
Yours. 
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TASS I DIS, OU Gl 


Sir,— 

The day I should have received your letter I was 
invited to dine at a rich widow’s (whom I think I 
once told you of, and offered my service in case you 
thought fit to make addresses there) ; and she was so 
kind, and in so good humour, that if I had had any 
commission I should have thought it a very fit time to 
speak. We had a huge dinner, though the company 
was only of her own kindred that are in the house 
with her, and what I brought ; but she is broke loose 
from an old miserable husband that lived so long, she 
thinks if she does not make haste she shall not have 
time to spend what he left. She is old and was never 
handsome, and yet is courted a thousand times more 
than the greatest beauty in the world would be that 
had not a fortune. We could not eat in quiet for 
the letters and the presents that came in from people 
that would not have looked upon her when they had 
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met her, if she had been left poor. I could not but 
laugh to myself at the meanness of their humour, and 
was merry enough all day, for the company was very 
good ; and besides, I expected to find when I came 
home a letter from you that would be more a feast 
and company to me than all that was there. But 
never anybody was so defeated as I was to find none. 
I could not imagine the reason, only I assured myself 
it was no fault of yours, but perhaps a just punishment 
upon me for having been too much pleased in a 
company where you were not. 

After supper my brother and I fell into dispute 
about riches, and the great advantages of it ; he in- 
stanced in the widow that it made one respected in 
the world. I said ’twas true, but that was a respect I 
should not at all value when I owed it only to my 
fortune. And we debated it so long till we had both 
talked ourselves weary enough to go to bed. Yet I 
did not sleep so well but that I chid my maid for 
waking me in the morning, till she stopped my 
mouth with saying she had letters for me. I had not 
patience to,stay till I could rise, but made her tie up 
all the curtains to let in light ; and among some others 
I quickly found my dear letter that was first to be read, 
and which made all the rest not worth the reading. 
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I could not but wonder to find in it that my cousin 
Fr[anklin] should want a true friend when ’tis thought 
she has the best husband in the world; he was so 
passionate for her before he had her, and so pleased 
with her since, that, in earnest, I did not think it 
possible she could have anything left to wish for, that 
she had not already, in such a husband with such a 
fortune. But she can best tell whether she ’s happy 
or not ; only if she be not, I do not see how anybody 
else can hope for it. I know her the least of all the 
sisters, and perhaps tis to my advantage that she 
knows me no more, since she speaks so obligingly of 
me. But do you think it was altogether without 
design that she spoke it to you? When I remember she 
is T[om] C[heek]’s sister, lam apt to think she might 
have heard his news, and meant to try whether there 
was anything of truth in’t. My cousin Moll, I think, 
means to end the summer there. They say, indeed, 
*tis a very fine seat, but if I did not mistake Sir 
Thomas Chfeek], he told me there was never a good 
room in the house. I was wondering how you came 
by an acquaintance there, because I had never heard 
you speak that you knew them. I never saw him in 
my life, but he is famous for a kind husband. Only 
’twas found fault with, that he could not forbear kissing 
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his wife before company, a foolish trick that young 
married men, it seems, are apt to; he has left it long 
since, I suppose. But, seriously, ’tis as ill a sight as one 
would wish to see, and appears very rude, methinks, 
to the company. 

What a strange fellow this goldsmith is, he has a 
head fit for nothing but horns. I chid him once for 
a seal he set me just of this fashion and the same 
colours. As if he were to make twenty, they should all 
be so, his invention can stretch no further than blue 
and red. It makes me think of the fellow that could 
paint nothing but a flower-de-luce, who, when he 
met with one that was so firmly resolved to have a 
lion for his sign that there was no persuading him out 
on ’t, “‘ Well,” says the painter, “let it bea lion then, 
but it shall be as like a flower-de-luce as e’er you saw.” 
So, because you would have it a dolphin, he con- 
sented to it, but it is liker an ill-favoured knot of 
ribbon. I did not say anything of my father’s being 
ill of late; I think I told you before, he kept his 
chamber ever since his last sickness, and so he does 
still. Yet I cannot say that he is at all sick, but has 
so general a weakness upon him that I am much 
afraid their opinion of him has too much of truth in ’t 
and do extremely apprehend how the winter may 
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work upon him. Will you pardon this strange 
scribbled letter, and the disorderliness on ’t! I know 
you would, though I should not tell you that I am 
not so much at leisure as I use to be. You can for- 
give your friends anything, and when I am not the 
faithfulest of those, never forgive me. You may 
direct your letter how you please, here will be 
nobody to receive it but 


Yours. 
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LETTER XXVII 


Sir,— 

Your last came safe, and I shall follow your direc- 
tion for the address of this, though, as you say, I 
cannot imagine what should tempt anybody to so 
severe a search for them, unless it be that he is not 
yet fully satisfied to what degree our friendship is 
grown, and thinks he may best inform himself from 
them. In earnest, ’twould not be unpleasant to hear 
our discourses. He forms his with so much art and 
design, and is so pleased with the hopes of making 
some discovery, and I that know him as well as he 
does himself, cannot but give myself the recreation 
sometimes of confounding him and destroying all that 
his busy head had been working on since the last 
conference. He gives me some trouble with his 
suspicions ; yet, on my conscience, he is a greater to 
himself, and I deal with so much /ranchise as to tell 
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him so many times ; and yet he has no more the heart 
to ask me directly what he would so fain know, than a 
jealous man has to ask (one that might tell him) whether 
he were a cuckold or not, for fear of being resolved 
of that which is yet a doubt tohim. My e[ldest] 
b[rother] is not so inquisitive ; he satisfies himself with 
persuading me earnestly to marry, and takes no notice 
of anything that may hinder me, but a carelessness of 
my fortune, or perhaps an aversion to a kind of life 
that appears to have less of freedom in’t than that 
which I at present enjoy. But, sure, he gives him- 
self another reason, for ’tis not very long since he 
took occasion to inquire for you very kindly of me ; 
and though I could then give but little account of 
you, he smiled as if he did not altogether believe me, 
and afterwards maliciously said he wondered you did 
not marry. I seemed to do so too, and said, if 
I knew any woman that had a great fortune, and 
were a person worthy of you, I should wish her you 
with all my heart. “ But, sister,” says he, “would 
you have him love her?” “Do you doubt it?” 
would I say; “he were not happy in ’t else.” He 
laughed, and said my humour was pleasant ; but he 
made some question whether it was natural or not. 
He cannot be so unjust as to let me lose him ; sure, 
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I was kinder to him, though I had some reasons not to 
take it very well, when he made that a secret to me 
which was known to so many that did not know 
him ; but we shall never fall out, I believe, we are 
not apt to it, neither of us. 

If you are come back from Epsom, I may ask you 
how you like drinking water? I have wished it 
might agree as well with you as it did with me; and 
if it were as certain that the same things would do us 
good as ’tis that the same things would please us, I 
should not need to doubt it. Otherwise my wishes 
do not signify much, but I am forbid complaints, or 
to express my fears. And be it so, only you must 
pardon me if I cannot agree to give you false hopes ; 
I must be deceived myself before I can deceive you, 
and I have so accustomed myself to tell you all that I 
think, that I must either say nothing, or that which I 
believe to be true. 

I cannot say but I have wanted Jane; but it 
has been rather to have somebody to talk with of you, 
than that I needed anybody to put me in mind of 
you, and with all her diligence I should have often 
prevented her in that discourse. Were you at Althorp 
when you saw my Lady Sunderland and Mr. Smith, 
or are they in town? I have heard, indeed, that 
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they are very happy ; but withal that, as she is a 
very extraordinary ‘person herself, so she aims at 
doing extraordinary things, and when she had married 
Mr. Smith (because some people were so bold as to 
think she did it because she loved him) she under- 
took to convince the world that what she had done 
was in mere pity to his sufferings, and that she could 
not go a step lower to meet anybody than that led 
her, though where she thought there were no eyes upon 
her, she was more gracious to him. But perhaps this 
might not be true, or it may be she is now grown 
weary of that constraint she put upon herself. I should 
have been sadder than you, if I had been their neigh- 
bour, to have seen them so kind; as I must have been 
if I had married the Emperor. He used to brag to 
me always of a great acquaintance he had there, what 
an esteem my Lady had for him, and had the vanity 
(not to call it impudence) to talk sometimes as if he 
would have had me believe he might have had her, 
and would not; I’ll swear I blushed for him, when 
I saw he did not. He told me too, that though he 
had carried his addresses to me with all the privacy 
that was possible, because he saw I liked it best, and 
that ’twas partly his own humour too, yet she had 
discovered it, and could tell that there had been such 
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a thing, and that it was broke off again, she_knew not 
why ; which certainly was a lie, as well as the other, 
for I do not think she ever heard there was such a 
one in the world as 

Your FariruFut FRienp. 
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AI DIEM DIR AOGAUES 


Sir,— 

I did not lay it asa fault to your charge that you 
were not good at disguise; if it be one, I am too 
guilty on’t myself to accuse another. And though I 
have been told it shows an unpractisedness in the 
world, and betrays one to all that understand it better, 
yet since it is a quality I was not born with, nor ever 
like to get, I have always thought good to maintain 
that it was better not to need it, than to have it. 

I give you many thanks for your care of my Irish 
dog, but I am extremely out of countenance your 
father should be troubled with it. Sure, he will 
think I have a most extravagant fancy ; but do me the 
right as to let him know I am not so possessed with it 
as to consent he should be employed in such a com- 
mission. 

Your opinion of [my] e[Idest] b[rother] is, I think, 
very just, and when I said maliciously, I meant a French 
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‘malice,’ which you know does not signify the same 
with an English one. I know not whether I told it you 
or not, but I concluded (from what you said of your 
indisposition) that it was very like the spleen; but 
perhaps I foresaw you would not be willing to own a 
disease that the severe part of the world holds to be 
merely imaginary and affected, and therefore proper 
only to women. However, I cannot but wish you 
had stayed longer at Epsom, and drunk the waters 
with more order, though in a less proportion. But 
did you drink them immediately from the well? I 
remember I was forbid it, and methought with a 
great deal of reason, for (especially at this time of the 
year) the well is so low, and there is such a multitude 
to be served out on’t, that you can hardly get any, but 
what is thick and troubled ; and I have marked that 
when it had stood all night (for that was my direction) 
the bottom of the vessel it stood in would be covered 
an inch thick with a white clay, which, sure, has no 
great virtue in ’t, and is not very pleasant to drink. 
What a character of a young couple you give me ! 
Would you would ask somebody that knew him, 
whether he be not much more of an ass since his 
marriage than he was before. I have some reasons to 
doubt that it alters people strangely. I made a visit 
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other day to welcome a lady into this country whom 
her husband has newly brought down, and because I 
knew him, though not her, and she was a stranger 
here, ’twas a civility I owed them. But you cannot 
imagine how I was surprised to see a man that I had 
known so handsome, so capable of being made a pretty 
gentleman (for though he was no grand philosophe, as 
the Frenchmen say, yet he was that which good company 
and a little knowledge of the world would have made 
equal to many that think themselves very well, and are 
thought so), transformed into the direct shape of a 
great boy newly come from school. To see him 
wholly taken up with running on errands for his wife 
and teaching her little dog tricks! And this was the 
best of him ; for when he was at leisure to talk, he 
would suffer nobody else to do it, and by what he said, 
and the noise he made, if you had heard it, you would 
have concluded him drunk with joy that he had a wife, 
and a pack of hounds. I was so weary on ’t that I 
made haste home, and could not but think of the 
change all the way, till my brother (who was with me) 
thought me sad, and to put me in better humour, 
said he believed I repented me I had not this gentle- 
man, now I saw how absolutely his wife governed him. 
But I assured him, that though I thought it very fit 
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such as he should be governed, yet I should not like 
the employment by no means. It became no 
woman, and did so ill with this lady that in my 
opinion it spoiled a good face and a very fine gown. 
Yet the woman you met upon the way governed her 
husband and did it handsomely. It was, as you say, 
a great example of friendship, and much for the credit 
of our sex. 

You are too severe to Walker. T’ll undertake he 
would set me twenty seals for nothing rather than 
undergo your wish. I am in no haste for it, and so 
he does it well we will not fall out ; perhaps he is not 
in the humour of keeping his word at present, and 
nobody can blame him if he be often in an ill one. 
But though I am merciful to him, as to one that has 
suffered enough already, I cannot excuse you, that 
profess to be my friend, and yet are content to let me 
live in such ignorance, write to me every week, and 
yet never send me any of the new phrases of the 
town. I could tell you, without abandoning the 
truth, that it is part of your devoir to correct the 
imperfections you find under my hand, and that my 
trouble resembles my wonder ,you can let me be 
dissatisfied. I should never have learnt any of these 
fine things from you; and, to say truth, I know not 
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whether I shall from anybody else, if to learn them 
be to understand them. Pray what is meant by 
wellness and unwellness ; and why is to some extreme 
better than so some extremity? I believe I shall live 
here till there is quite a new language spoke where 
you are, and shall come out like one of the Seven 
Sleepers, a creature of another age. But ’tis no 
matter so you understand me, though nobody else do, 
when I say how much I am 


Your FaIruHFut. 
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LETTER XXIX 


Sir,— 

I can give you leave to doubt anything but my 
kindness, though I can assure you I spake as I meant 
when I said I had not the vanity to believe I deserved 
yours, for I am not certain whether ’tis possible for 
anybody to deserve that another should love them 
above themselves, though I am certain many may 
deserve it more than I. But not to dispute this 
with you, let me tell you that I am thus far of your 
opinion, that upon some natures nothing is so power- 
ful as kindness, and that I should give that to yours 
which all the merit in the world besides would not 
draw from me. I speak as if I had not done so 
already ; but you may choose whether you will be- 
lieve me or not, for, to say truth, I do not much 
believe myself in that point. No, all the kindness I 
have, or ever had, is yours ; nor shall I ever repent it 
is so, unless you shall ever repent yours. Without tell- 
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ing you what the inconveniences of your coming 
hither are, you may believe they are considerable, or 
else I should not deny you or myself the happiness of 
seeing one another ; and if you dare trust me where 
I am equally concerned with you, I shall take hold of 
the first opportunity that may either admit you here 
or bring me nearer you. Sure you took somebody 
else for my cousin Peters? I can never believe her 
beauty able to smite anybody. I saw her when I 
was last in town, but she appeared wholly the same to 
me. She was at St. Malo, with all her innocent good 
nature too, and asked for you so kindly, that I am 
sure she cannot have forgot you ; nor do I think she 
has so much address as to do it merely in compliment 
to me. No, you were mistaken certainly ; what should 
she do amongst all that company, unless she be to- 
wards a wedding? She has been kept at home, poor 
soul, and suffered so much of purgatory in this world, 
that she needs not fear it in the next ; and yet she is 
as merry as ever she was, which perhaps might make 
her look young, but that she laughs a little too much, 
and that will bring wrinkles, they say. Oh, me! 
now I talk of laughing, it makes me think of poor 
Jane. I hada letter from her the other day ; she 
desired me to present her humble service to her mas- 
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ter,—she did mean you, sure, for she named “every- 
body else that she owes any service to,—and bid 
me say that she would keep her word with him. 
God knows what you have agreed on together. She 
tells me she shall stay long enough there to hear from 
me once more, and then she is resolved to come away. 

Here is a seal, which pray give Walker to set for 
me, very handsomely, and not of any of those fashions 
he made my others, but of something that may differ 
from the rest. ”Tis a plain “ head,” but not ill cut, I 
think. My eldest brother is now here, and we expect 
my youngest shortly, and then we shall be all together, 
which I do not think we ever were twice in our 
lives. My niece is still with me, but her father 
threatens to fetch her away. If I can keep her till 
Michaelmas I may perhaps bring her up to town my- 
self, and take that occasion of seeing you ; for I have 
no other business that is worth my taking a journey 
for. I have had another summons from my aunt, and 
I protest I am afraid I shall be in rebellion there ; 
but ’tis not to be helped. ‘The widow writes me 
word, too, that I must expect her here about a month 
hence ; and I find that I shall want no company, but 
only that which I would have, and for which I could 
willingly spare all the rest. Will it be ever thus? I 
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am afraid it will. ‘There has been complaints made 
on me already to my eldest brother, only in general, 
(or at least he takes notice of no more), what offers I 
refuse, and what a strange humour has possessed me 
of being deaf to the advice of all my friends. I find 
I am to be baited by them all by turns. ‘They weary 
themselves, and me too, to very little purpose, for to 
my thinking they talk the most impertinently that 
ever people did ; and I believe they are not in my 
debt, but think the same of me. Sometimes I tell 
them I will not marry, and then they laugh at me; 
sometimes I say, ‘* Not yet,” and then they laugh more, 
and would make me believe I shall be old within 
this twelvemonth. I tell them I shall be wiser then. 
They say ’twill be then to no purpose. Sometimes we 
are in earnest, and sometimes in jest, but always say- 
ing something, since my brother Harry found his 
tongue again. If you were with me I could make 
sport of all this ; but “ patience is my penance ”’ is 


somebody’s motto, and I think it must be mine. 


I am Yours. 
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LETTER XXX 


S1r,— 

You cannot imagine how I was surprised to find a 
letter that began “ Dear brother” ;'I thought sure 
it could not belong at all to me, and was afraid I had 
lost one by it ; that you intended me another, and in 
your haste had mistook this for that. ‘Therefore, till 
I found the permission you gave me, I had laid it by, 
with a resolution not to read it, but to send it again. 
If I had done so, I had missed ofa great deal of satis- 
faction, which I received from it. In earnest, I can- 
not tell you how kindly I take all the obliging things 
you say in it of me; nor how pleased I should be 
(for your sake) if I were able to make good the char- 
acter you give of me to your brother, and that I did 
not owe a great part of it wholly to your friendship 
for me. I dare call nothing on ’t my own but faith- 
fulness ; that, I may boast of, with truth and modesty, 
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since ’tis but a single virtue; and though some are 
without it, yet ’tis so absolutely necessary, that no- 
body wanting it can be worthy of any esteem. I see 
you speak well of me to other people, though you 
complain always to me. I know not how to believe 
I should misuse your heart as you pretend ; I never 
had any quarrel to it, and since our friendship it has 
been dear to me as my own. Tis rather, sure, that 
you have a mind to try another, than that any dis- 
like ot yours makes you turn it over to me; but be 
it as it will, I am contented to stand to the loss, and 
perhaps when you have changed you will find so 
little difference that you'll be calling for your own 
again. Do but assure me that I shall find you almost 
as merry as my Lady A[nne] W[entworth] is always, 
and nothing shall fright me from my purpose of seeing 
you, as soon as I can with any conveniency. I would 
not have you insensible of our misfortunes, but I 
would not neither that you should revenge them upon 
yourself ; no, that shows a want of constancy (which 
you will hardly yield to be your fault) ; but ’tis cer- 
tain that there was never anything more mistaken 
than the Roman courage, when they killed them- 
selves to avoid misfortunes that were infinitely worse 
than death. You confess ’tis such an age since our story 
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began, as is not fit tor me to own. Is it not likely 
then, that if my face had ever been good, it might be 
altered since then ; or is it as unfit for me to own 
the change as the time that makes it? Be it as you 
please, I am not enough concerned in ’t to dispute it 
with you ; for, trust me, if you would not have my 
face better, I am satisfied it should be as it is; since 
if I ever wished it otherwise, ’twas for your sake. 

I know not how I stumbled upon a news-book 
this week, and, for want of something else to do, read 
it ; it mentions my Lford] L[is}le’s embassage again. 
Is there any such thing towards? I met with some- 
body else too in’t that may concern anybody that 
has a mind to marry; ’tis a new form for it, that, 
sure, will fright the country people extremely, for 
they apprehend nothing like going before a Justice ; 
they say no other marriage shall stand good in law. 
In conscience, I believe the old one is the better ; 
and for my part I am resolved to stay till that comes 
in fashion again. 

Can your father have so perfectly forgiven already 
the injury I did him (since you will not allow it to 
be any to you), in hindering you of Mrs. Ch{ambers], 
as to remember me with kindness? ’Tis most cer- 
tain that I am obliged to him, and, in earnest, if I 
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could hope it might ever be in my power to serve 
him I would promise something for myself. But is 
it not true, too, that you have represented me to 
him rather as you imagine me than as I am; and 
have not you given him an expectation that I shall 
never be able to satisfy? If you have, I can forgive 
you, because I know you meant well in it ; but I 
have known some women that have commended 
others merely out of spite, and if I were malicious 
enough to envy anybody’s beauty, I would cry it up 
to all that had not seen them ; there’s no such way 
to make anybody appear less handsome than they 
are. 

You must not forget that you are some letters in 
my debt, besides the answer to this. If there were 
more conveniences of sending, I should persecute you 
strangely. And yet you cannot wonder at it; the 
constant desire I have to hear from you, and the 
satisfaction your letters give me, would oblige one 
that had less time to write often. But yet I know 
what ’tis to be in the town. I could never write a 
letter from thence in my life“of above a dozen lines ; 
and though I see as little company as anybody that 
comes there, yet I always met with something or 
other that kept me idle. Therefore I can excuse it, 
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though you do not exactly pay all that you owe, 
upon condition you shall tell me, when I see you, all 
that you should have writ if you had had time, and 
all that you can imagine to say to a person that is 


Your Farirurut Frienp. 


LETTERS XXL 


S1r,— 

It was, sure, a less fault in me to make a scruple ot 
reading your letter to your brother, which in all likeli- 
hood I could not be concerned in, than for you to 
condemn the freedom you take of giving me directions 
in a thing where we are equally concerned. There- 
fore, if I forgive you this, you may justly forgive me 
tother ; and upon these terms we are friends again, 
are we not? No, stay! I have another fault to 
chide you for. You doubted whether you had not 
writ too much, and whether I could have the patience 
to read it or not. Why do you dissemble so abomin- 
ably ; you cannot think these things? How I 
should love that plain-heartedness you speak of, if you 
would use it; nothing is civil but that, amongst 
friends. Your kind sister ought to chide you, too, 
for not writing to her, unless you have been with her 
to excuse it. I hope you have ; and pray take some 
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time to make her one visit from me, and carry my 
humble service with you, and tell her that ’tis not my 
fault you are no better. Ido not think I shall 
see the town before Michaelmas, therefore you may 
make what sallies you please. I am tied here to 
expect my brother P[eyton], and then possibly we may 
go up together, for I should be at home again before 
the term. Then I may show you my niece; and 
you may confess that I am a kind aunt to desire her 
company, since the disadvantage of our being to- 
gether will lie wholly upon me. But I must make it 
in my bargain that, if I come, you will not be frighted 
to see me; you think, I’ll warrant, you have courage 
enough to endure a worse sight. You may be 
deceived, you ne’er saw me in mourning yet; no- 
body that has will e’er desire to do it again, for their 
own sakes, as well as mine. Oh, ’tis a most dismal 
dress,—I have not dared to look in the glass since I 
wore it; and certainly if it did so ill with other 
people as it does with me, it would never be worn. 
You told me of writing to your father, but you 
did not say whether you had heard from him, or how 
he did. May not I ask it? Is it possible that he 
saw me? Where were my eyes that I did not see 
him, for I believe I should have guessed, at least, 
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’twas he, if I had? They say you are very like him ; 
but ’tis no wonder neither that I did not see him, for 
I saw not you when I met you there. ’Tis a place I 
look upon nobody in ; and it was reproached to me 
by a kinsman, but a little before you came to me, 
that he had followed me to half a dozen shops to see 
when I would take notice of him, and was at last 
going away with a belief ’twas not I, because I did 
not seem to know him. Other people make it so 
much their business to gape, that I’ll swear they put 
me so out of countenance I dare not look up for my 
life. 

I am sorry for Genferal] Monk’s misfortune, be- 
cause you say he is your friend ; but otherwise she 
will suit well enough with the rest of the great ladies 
of the times, and become Greenwich as well as some 
others do the rest of the King’s houses. If I am not 
mistaken, that Monk has a brother lives in Cornwall ; 
an honest gentleman, I have heard, and one that was 
a great acquaintance of a brother of mine who was 
killed there during the war, and so much his friend 
that upon his death he put himself and his family 
into mourning for him, which is not usual, I think, 
where there is no relation of kindred. 

I will take order that my letters shall be left with 
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Jones, and yours called for there. As long as your 
last was, I read it over thrice in less than an hour, 
though, to say truth, I skipped some on ’t the last 
time. I could not read my own confession so often. 
Love is a terrible word, and I should blush to death 
if anything but a letter accused me on ’t. Pray be 
merciful, and let it run friendship in my next charge. 
My Lady sends me word she has received those parts 
of Cyrus I lent you. Here is another for you which, 
when you have read, you know how to dispose. 
There are four pretty stories in it, “L’ Amant Absent,” 
“LT? Amant non Aime,” “L’ Amant Faloux,” et“ L’ Amant 
dont la Maitresse est morte.’ ‘Tell me which you have 
most compassion for, when you have read what every 
one says for himself. Perhaps you will not think it 
so easy to decide which is the most unhappy, as you 
may think by the titles their stories bear. Only let 
me desire you not to pity the jealous one, for I 
remember I could do nothing but laugh at him, as 
one that sought his own vexation. ‘This, and the 
little journeys (you say) you are to make, will enter- 
tain you till I come ; which, sure, will be as soon 


as possible I can, since ’tis equally desired by you and 
Your FatruHFrut, 
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(YS TICE LOLOL 


S1r,— 

All my quarrels to you are kind ones, for, sure, ’tis 
alike impossible for me to be angry, as for you to give 
me the occasion ; therefore, when I chide (unless it 
be that you are not careful enough of yourself, and 
hazard too much a health that Iam more concerned 
in than in my own), you need not study much for 
excuses, I can easily forgive you anything but want of 
kindness. The judgment you have made of the four 
lovers I recommended to you does so perfectly agree 
with what I think of them, that I hope it will not 
alter when you have read their stories. L’ Amant 
Absent has (in my opinion) a mistress so much beyond 
any of the rest, that to be in danger of losing her is 
more than to have lost the others ; L’ Amant non Aimé 
was an ass, under favour (notwithstanding the Princesse 
Cléobuline’s letter) ; his mistress had caprices that 
would have suited better with our Amant Falux 
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than with anybody else ; and the Prince Artibie was 
much to blame that he outlived his dele Leontine. 
But if you have met with the beginning of the story 
of Amestris and Aglatides, you will find the rest of it 
in this part I send you now ; and ’tis, to me, one of 
the prettiest I have read, and the most natural. 
They say the gentleman that writes this romance has 
a sister that lives with him, a maid, and she furnishes 
him with all the little stories that come between, so 
that he only contrives the main design ; and when 
he wants something to entertain his company withal, 
he calls to her for it. She has an excellent fancy, 
sure, and a great deal of wit ; but, I am sorry to tell it 
you, they say ’tis the most ill-favoured creature that ever 
was born. And it is often so ; how seldom do we see 
a person excellent in anything, but they have some 
great defect with it, that pulls them low enough to 
make them equal with other people; and there is 
justice in ’t. Those that have fortunes have nothing 
else, and those that want it deserve to have it. 
That ’s but small comfort, though, you'll say ; ’tis 
confessed, but there is no such thing as perfect happi- 
ness in this world, those that have come the nearest 
it had many things to wish ; and,—blless] me, whither 
am I going? Sure, ’tis the death’s head I see stand 
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before me puts me into this grave discourse (pray do 
not think I meant that for a conceit neither) ; how 
idly have I spent two sides of my paper, and am 
afraid, besides, I shall not have time to write two 
more. ‘Therefore I’ll make haste to tell you that my 
friendship for you makes me concerned in all your 
relations ; that I have a great respect for Sir [John], 
merely as he is your father, and that ’tis much in- 
creased by his kindness to you; that he has all my 
prayers and wishes for his safety ; and that you will 
oblige me in letting me know when you hear any 
good news from him. He has met with a great deal 
of good company, I believe. My Lady Ormond, I 
am told, is waiting for a passage, and divers others ; 
but this wind (if Iam not mistaken) is not good for 
them. In earnest, ’tis a most sad thing that a person 
of her quality should be reduced to such a fortune as 
she has lived upon these late years, and that she should 
lose that which she brought, as well as that which 
was her husband’s. Yet, I hear, she has now got 
some of her own land in Ir[eland] granted her ; but 
whether she will get it when she comes there is, I 
think, a question. 

We have a lady new come into this country that I 
pity, too, extremely. She is one of my Lord of 
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Valentia’s daughters, and has married an old fellow 
that is some threescore and ten, who has a house that 
is fitter for the hogs than for her, and a fortune that 
will not at all recompense the least of these incon- 
veniences. Ah! ’tis most certain I should have 
chosen a handsome chain to lead my apes in, before 
such a husband ; but marrying and hanging go by 
destiny, they say. It was not mine, it seems, to have 
an emperor ; the spiteful man, merely to vex me, 
has gone and married my countrywoman, my Lord 
Lee’s daughter. Whata multitude of willow garlands 
shall I wear before I die; I think I had best make 
them into faggots this cold weather, the flame they 
would make in a chimney would be of more use to 
me than that which was in the hearts of all those that 
gave them me, and would last as long. I did not 
think I should have got thus far. I have been so 
persecuted with visits all this week I have had no 
time to despatch anything of business, so that now I 
have done this I have forty letters more to write ; 
how much rather would I have them all to you than 
to anybody else ; or, rather, how much better would 
it be, if there needed none to you, and that I could 
tell you without writing how much I am 
Yours. 
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IIE FET ONE 2DOOGEM! 


S1r,— 

Pray, let not the apprehension that others say finer 
things to me make your letters at all the shorter ; for, 
if it were so, I should not think they did, and so long 
you are safe. My brother Peyton], indeed, does 
sometimes send me letters that may be excellent for 
aught I know, and the more likely because I do not 
understand them; but I may say to you (as to a 
friend) I do not like them, and have wondered that 
my sister who (I may tell you too, and you will not 
think it vanity in me) had a great deal of wit, and 
was thought to write as well as most women in Eng- 
land, never persuaded him to alter his style, and make 
it a little more intelligible. He [is] an honest gentle- 
man, in earnest, has understanding enough, and was 
an excellent husband to two very different wives, as 
two good ones could be. My sister was a melancholy, 
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retired woman, and besides the company of her hus- 
band and her books, never sought any, but could have 
spent a life much longer than hers was in looking to 
her house and her children. This lady is of a free, 
jolly humour, loves cards and company, and is never 
more pleased than when she sees a great many others 
that are so too. Now, with both these he so perfectly 
complied that ’tis hard to guess which humour he is 
more inclined to in himself; perhaps to neither, 
which makes it so much the morestrange. His kind- 
ness to his first wife may give him an esteem for her 
sister ; but he was too much smitten with this lady to 
think of marrying anybody else, and, seriously, I could 
not blame him, for she had, and has yet, great loveli- 
ness in her; she was very handsome, and is very good, 
(one may read it in her face at first sight), A woman 
that is hugely civil to all people, and takes as generally 
as anybody that I know, but not more than my cousin 
Mfoll]’s letters do, which yet you do not like, 
you say, nor I neither, I'll swear; and if it be 
ignorance in us both we'll forgive it one another, 
In my opinion these great scholars are not the best 
writers—of letters, I mean ; of books, perhaps they 
are. I never had, I think, but one letter from Sir 
Jus[tinian], but ’twas worth twenty of anybody’s else 
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to make me sport. It was the most sublime nonsense 
that in my life I ever read; and yet, I believe, he 
descended as low as he could to come near my weak 
understanding. ’Twill be no compliment after this 
to say I like your letters in themselves ; not as they 
come from one that is not indifferent to me, but 
seriously I do. All letters, methinks, should be free 
and easy as one’s discourse ; not studied as an oration, 
nor made up of hard words like a charm. ’Tis an 
admirable thing to see how some people will labour 
to find out terms that may obscure a plain sense ; 
like a gentleman I knew, who would never say “the 
weather grew cold,” but that “ winter began to salute 
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I have no patience for such coxcombs, and 
cannot blame an old uncle of mine that threw the 
standish at his man’s head because he writ a letter 
for him where, instead of saying (as his master bid 
him), ‘that he would have writ himself, but that he 
had the gout in his hand,” he said, “ that the gout in 
his hand would not permit him to put pen to paper.” 
The fellow thought he had mended it mightily, and 
that putting “ pen to paper” was much better than 
plain “ writing. ”” 

I have no patience neither for these translators of 
Romances. I met with Polewandre and L’illustre Bassa, 
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both so disguised that I, who am their old acquaint- 
ance, hardly knew them ; besides that, they were 
still so much French in words and phrases that ’twas 
impossible for one that understood not French to 
make anything of them. If poor Praziméne be in the 
same dress, I would not see her for the world. She 
has suffered enough besides. I never saw but four 
tomes of her, and was told the gentleman that writ 
her story died when those were finished. I was very 
sorry for it, I remember, for I liked so far as I had 
seen of it extremely. Is it not my good Lord of 
Monmouth, or some such honourable personage, that 
presents her to the English Ladies? I have heard 
many people wonder how he spends his estate. I 
believe he undoes himself with printing his transla- 
tions. Nobody else will undergo the charge, because 
they never hope to sell enough of them to pay them- 
selves withal. I was looking t’other day in a book of 
his where he translates Pipeur, a Piper, and twenty 
words more that are as false as this. 

My Lord Broghill, sure, will give us something 
worth the reading. My Lord Saye, I am told, has 
writ a Romance since his retirement in the Isle of 
Lundy, and Mr. Waller, they say, is making one of 
our wars, which, if he does not mingle with a great 
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deal of pleasing fiction, cannot be very diverting, sure, 
the subject is so sad. 

But all this is nothing to my coming to town, 
you'll say. ”Tis confessed ; and that I was willing as 
long as I could to avoid saying anything when I had 
nothing to say worth your knowing. I am still 
obliged to wait my brother P[eyton] and his Lady’s 
coming. I had a letter from him this week, which I 
will send you, that you may see what hopes he gives. 
As little room as I have left, too, I must tell you what 
a present I had made me to-day. Two [of] the finest 
young Irish greyhounds that e’er I saw ; a gentleman 
that serves the General sent them me. They are 
newly come over, and sent for by H[enry] C[romwell], 
he tells me, but not how he got them for me. How-_ 
ever, I am glad I have them, and much the more 
because it dispenses with a very unfit employment 
that your father, out of his kindness to you and his 
civility to me, was content to take upon him. 


LETTER XXXIV 


Sir,— 

Jane was so unlucky as to come out of town before 
your return, but she tells me she left my letter with 
Nan Stacy for you. I was in hope she would have 
brought me one from you ; and because she did not 
I was resolved to punish her, and kept her up till one 
o’clock telling meall her stories. Sure, if there be any 
truth in the old observation, your cheeks glowed notably ; 
and ’tis most certain that if I were with you, I should 
chide notably. What do you mean to be so melan- 
choly? By her report your humour is grown in- 
supportable. I can allow it not to be altogether what 
she says, and yet it may be very ill too; but if you 
loved me you would not give yourself over to that 
which will infallibly kill you, if it continue. I know, 
too well, that our fortunes have given us occasion 
enough to complain and to be weary of her tyranny ; 
but, alas ! would it be better if I had lost you or you 
me ; unless we were sure to die both together, ’twould 
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but increase our misery, and add to that which is more 
already than we can well tell how to bear. You are 
more cruel than she in hazarding a life that’s dearer to 
me than that of the whole world’s besides, and which 
makes all the happiness I have or ever shall be capable 
of. Therefore, by all our friendship I conjure you, and 
by the power you have given me, command you, to pre- 
serve yourself with the same care that you would have 
me live. ’Tis all the obedience I require of you, and 
will be the greatest testimony you can give me of 
your faith. When you have promised me this, ’tis not 
impossible but I may promise you shall see me shortly ; 
though my b[{rother] Peyton (who says he will come 
down to fetch his daughter) hinders me from making 
the journey in compliment to her. Yet I shall per- 
haps find business enough to carry me up to town. 
Tis all the service I expect from two girls (whose 
friends have given me leave to provide for them), that 
some order I must take for the disposal of them may 
serve for my pretence to see you; but then I must 
find you pleased and in good humour, merry as you 
were wont to be when we first met, if you will not 
have me show that I am nothing akin to my cousin 
Osborne’s lady. 

But what an age ’tis since we first met, and how 
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great a change it has wrought in both of us ; if there 
had been as great a one in my face, it would be either 
very handsome or very ugly. For God sake, when 
we meet, let us design one day to remember old stories 
in, to ask one another by what degrees our friendship 
grew to this height ’tis at. In earnest, I am lost 
sometimes with thinking on’t ; and though I can never 
repent the share you have in my heart, I know not 
whether I gave it you willingly or not at first. No, 
to speak ingenuously, I think you got an interest there 
a good while before I thought you had any, and it 
grew so insensibly, and yet so fast, that all the traverses 
it has met with since has served rather to discover it to 
me, than at all to hinder it. By this confession you 
will see I am past all disguise with you, and that you 
have reason to be satisfied with knowing as much of 
my heart as I do myself. Will the kindness of this 
letter excuse the shortness on’t? For I have twenty 
more, I think, to write, and the hopes I had of receiv- 
ing one from you last night kept me from writing this 
when I had more time ; or if all this will not satisfy, 
make your own conditions, so you do not return it me 
by the shortness of yours. Your servant kisses your 
hands, and I am Your FairuFut. 
For Mr. T. Let the answer be sent by Harrold. 
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IGPERMIGHIS AOOGE 


Letter from Sir T. Peyton to Dorothy Osborne. 


“Goop SisrER,— 

“T am very sorry to hear the loss of our good 
brother, whose short time gives us a sad example 
of our frail condition. But I will [not] say the loss, 
knowing whom I write to, whose religion and 
wisdom is a present stay and support in all worldly 
accidents. 

“Tis long since we resolved to have given you a 
visit, and have relieved you of my daughter. But I 
have had the following of a most laborious affair, 
which hath cost me the travelling, though in our 
own country still, fifty miles a week ; and have been 
less at home than elsewhere ever since I came from 
London ; which hath vext me the more in regard 
I have been detained from the desire I had of being 
with you before this time. Such entertainment, 
however, must all those have that have to do with 
such a purse-strong and wilful person as Sir Edw[ard] 
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Hales. This next week being Michaelmas week, we 
shall end all and I be at liberty, I hope, to con- 
sider my own contentments. In the meantime I 
know not what excuses to make for the trouble I 
have put you to already, of which I grow to be 
ashamed ; and should much more be so if I did 
not know you to be as good as you are fair. In 
both which regards I have a great honour to be 
esteemed, 
“My good sister, 
“ Your faithful brother and Servant, 
“Tuomas PryTon. 
“ Know Ton, Sept. 22, 1653.” 


On the back of Sir T. Peyton's Letter. 


Nothing that is paper can ’scape me when I| have 
time to write, and ’tis to you. But that I am not 
willing to excite your envy, I would tell you how 
many letters I have despatched since I ended yours ; 
and if I could show them you, ’twould be a certain 
cure for it, for they are all very short ones, and most 
of them merely compliments, which I am sure you 
care not for. 

I had forgot in my other to tell you what Jane 
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requires for the satisfaction of what you confess you 
owe her. You must promise her to be merry, and 
not to take cold when you are at the tennis court, for 
there she hears you were found. 

Because you mention my Lord Broghill and his 
wit, I have sent you some of his verses. My b[rother] 
urged them against me one day in a dispute, where 
he would needs make me confess that no passion 
could be long lived, and that such as were most 
in love forgot that ever they had been so within 
a twelvemonth after they were married; and, in 
earnest, the want of examples to bring for the con- 
trary puzzled me a little, so that I was fain to bring 
out these pitiful verses of my Lord Biron to his 
wife, which was so poor an argument that I was e’en 
ashamed on ’t myself, and he quickly laughed me out 
of countenance with saying they were just such as 
a married man’s flame would produce, and a wife 
inspire. I send you a love letter, too; which, 
simple as you see it, was sent in very good earnest, 
and to a person of quality, as I was told. If you 
read it when you go to bed, ’twill certainly make you 
sleep approved. Iam 


Yours. 
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LETTER XXXVI 


Sir,— 

Why are you so sullen, and why am I the cause? 
Can you believe that I do willingly defer my journey ? 
I know you do not. Why, then, should my absence 
now be less supportable to you than heretofore ? 
It cannot, nay, it shall not be long (if I can help it), 
and I shall break through all inconveniences rather than 
deny you anything that lies in my power to grant. 
But by your own rules, then, may not I expect the 
same from you? Is it possible that all I have said 
cannot oblige you to a care of yourself? What 
a pleasant distinction you make when you say ’tis 
not melancholy makes you do these things, but a care- 
less forgetfulness. Did ever anybody forget them- 
selves to that degree that was not melancholy in 
extremity ? Good God! how are you altered ? and 


155 


what is it that has done it?) I have known you when 
of all the things in the world you would not have 
been taken for a Discontent ; you were, as I thought, 
perfectly pleased with your condition ; what has made 
it so much worse since? I know nothing you have 
lost, and am sure you have gained a friend—a friend 
that is capable of the highest degree of friendship you 
can propound, that has already given an entire heart for 
that which she received, and ’tis no more in her will 
than in her power ever to recall it or divide it. 

If this be not enough to satisfy you, tell me what 
Icando more? [shall find less difficulty in the doing 
it than in imagining what it may be, and will not you 
then do so much for my sake, as to be careful of a health 
I am so infinitely concerned in, and which those courses 
must needs destroy? If you loved me you would, I 
am sure you would, and let me tell you, you can 
never be that Perfect Friend you describe if you can 
deny me this. But will not your wife believe there is 
such a friendship? I am not of her opinion at all, but 
I do not wonder neither that she is of it. Alas ! 
how few there are that ever heard of such a thing, 
and fewer that understand it—besides, it is not to be 
taught or learned, it must come naturally to those 
that have it, and those must have it before they can 
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know it. But I admire how, since she has it not, 
how she can be satisfied with her condition. Nothing 
else, sure, can recompense the alteration you say is 
made in her fortune. What was it took her, her 
husband’s good face? What could invite her where 
there was neither fortune, wit, nor good usage, and 
a husband to whom she was but indifferent—which 
is all one to me, if not worse, than an Aversion, and 
I should sooner hope to gain upon one that hated 
me than upon one that did not consider me enough 
either to love or hate me. I ’Il swear she is much 
easier to please than I should be. 

There are a great many ingredients must go to the 
making me happy in a husband. First, as my cousin 
Franklin] says, our humours must agree ; and to do 
that he must have that kind of breeding that I have 
had, and used that kind of company. ‘That is, he 
must not be so much a country gentleman as to under- 
stand nothing but hawks and dogs, and be fonder of 
either than of his wife ; nor of the next sort, of them 
whose aim reaches no further than to be Justice of 
[the] Peace, and once in his life High Sheriff, who 
read no book but statutes, and studies nothing but 
how to make a speech interlarded with Latin that may 
amaze his disagreeing poor neighbours, and fright 
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them, rather than persuade them, into quietness. He 
must not be a thing that began the world in a free 
school, was sent from thence to the University, and is 
at his farthest when he reaches the Inns of Court, has 
no acquaintance but those of his form in these places, 
speaks the French he has picked out of old laws, and 
admires nothing but the stories he has heard of the 
revels that were kept there before his time. He must 
not be a town gallant neither, that lives in a Tavern 
and an Ordinary, that cannot imagine how an hour 
should be spent without company unless it be in 
sleeping, that makes court to all the women he sees, 
thinks they believe him, and laughs and is laughed at 
equally. Nor a travelled Monsieur whose head is all 
feather inside and outside, that can talk of nothing but 
dances and duels, and has courage enough to wear 
slashes when everybody else dies with cold to see him. 
He must not be a fool of no sort, nor peevish, nor ill- 
natured, nor proud, nor covetous; and to all this 
must be added, that he must love me and I him as 
much as we are capable of loving. Without all this, 
his fortune, though never so great, would not satisfy 
me; and with it, a very moderate one would keep 
me from ever repenting my disposal. 

I have been as large and as particular in my descrip- 
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tions as my cousin Moll in his of Moor Park,— 
but that you know the place so well I would send it 
you,—nothing can come near his patience in writing 
it, but my reading on ’t. But would you had sent me 
your father’s letter, it would not have been less wel- 
come to me than to you; and you may safely believe 
that I am equally concerned with you in anything. I 
should be pleased, too, to see something of my Lady 
Carlisle’s writing, because she is so extraordinary a 
person. I have been thinking of sending you my 
picture till I could come myself; but a picture is but 
dull company, and that you need not ; besides, I can- 
not tell whether it be very like me or not, though 
’tis the best I have ever had drawn for me, and Mr. 
Lilly will have it that he never took more pains to 
make a good one in his life, and that was it, I think, 
that spoiled it. He was condemned for making the 
first he drew for me a little worse than I, and in 
making this better he has made it as unlike as t’other. 
He is now, I think, at my Lord Pagett’s at Marlow, 
where I am _ promised he shall draw a picture 
of my lady for me,—she gives it me, she says, 
as the greatest testimony of her friendship to me, for 
by her own rule she is past the time of having pictures 
taken of her. After eighteen, she says, there is no 


159 


face but decays, apparently; I would fain have had 
her excepted such as had never been beauties, for my 
comfort, but she would not. 

When you see your friend Mr. Heningham, you 
may tell him in his ear there is a willow garland 
coming towards him. He might have sped better in 
his suit if he had made court to me, as well as to my 
La[dy] Ru[thin]. She has been my wife this seven 
years, and whosoever pretends there must ask my 
leave. I have now given my consent that she shall 
marry a very pretty little gentleman, Sir Chr[istopher] 
Yelverton’s son, and | think we shall have a wedding 
ere it be long. My Lady her mother, in great kind- 
ness, would have recommended Hen[ingham] to me, 
and told me in a compliment that I was fitter for him 
than her daughter, who was younger, and therefore 
did not understand the world so well; that she was 
certain if he knew me he would be extremely taken, 
for I would make just that kind of wife he looked for. 
I humbly thanked her, but said that without knowing 
him (more than by relation) I was certain he would 
not make that kind of husband I looked for,—and so 
it went no further. 

I expect my eldest brother here shortly, whose for- 
tune is well mended by my other brother’s death, so 
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as if he were satisfied himself with what he has done, 
I know no reason why he might not be very happy ; 
but I am afraid he is not. I have not seen my sister 
since I knew she was so; but, sure, she can have lost 
no beauty, for I never saw any she had, but good 
black eyes, which cannot alter. He loves her, I think, 
at the ordinary rate of husbands, but not enough, I 
believe, to marry her so much to his disadvantage if 
it were to do again ; and that would kill me were I 
as she, for I could be infinitely better satisfied with a 
husband that had never loved me, in hope he might, 
than with one that began to love me less than he had 
done. I am 
Yours. 
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LETTERVXAXAVTT 


S1r,— 

You say I abuse you ; and Jane says you abuse me 
when you say you are not melancholy : which is to 
be believed ?) Neither, I think; for I could not have 
said so positively, as (it seems) she did, that I should 
not be in town till my b[rother] came back : he was 
not gone when she writ, nor is not yet ; and if my 
b[rother] Peyton had come before his going, I had 
spoiled her prediction. But now it cannot be, for he 
goes on Monday or Tuesday at farthest. I hope you 
deal truly with me, too, in saying that you are not 
melancholy (though she does not believe it). I am 
thought so, many times, when I am not at all guilty 
on’t. How often do I sit in company a whole day, 
and when they are gone am not able to give an 
account of six words that was said, and many times 
could be so much better pleased with the entertain- 
ment my own thoughts give me, that ’tis all I can do 
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to be so civil as not to let them see they trouble me. 
This may be your disease. However, remember you 
have promised me to be careful of yourself, and that 
if I secure what you have entrusted me with, you will 
answer for the rest. Be this our bargain then; and 
look that you give me as good anaccount of one, as I 
shall give you of t’other. In earnest, I was strangely 
vexed to see myself forced to disappoint you so, and 
felt your trouble and my own too. How often 
have I wished myself with you : though but for a day, 
for an hour, I would have given all the time I am to 
spend here for it, with all my heart. 

You could not but have laughed if you had seen 
me last night. My br[other] and Mr. Gibson were 
talking by the fire; and I sat by, but as no part of 
their company. Amongst other things (which I did 
not at all mind), they fell into a discourse of flying ; 
and both agreed that it was very possible to find out a 
way that people might fly like birds, and despatch 
their journeys so. I, that had not said a word all 
night, started up at that, and desired they would say 
a little more in it, for I had not marked the begin- 
ing ; but instead of that, they both fell into so violent 
a laughing, that I should appear so much concerned 
in such an art; but they little knew of what use 
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it might have been to me. Yet I saw you last night, 
but ’twas in a dream ; and before I could say a word 
to you, or you to me, the disorder my joy to see you 
had put me into waked me. Just now I was in- 
terrupted, too, and called away, to entertain two 
dumb gentlemen ;—you may imagine whether I was 
pleased to leave my writing to you for their company ; 
—they have made such a tedious visit, too ; and I am 
so tired with making of signs and tokens for every- 
thing I had to say. Good God! how do those that 
live always with them? They are brothers ; and the 
eldest is a baronet, has a good estate, a wife and three 
or four children. He was my Servant heretofore, and 
comes to see me still for old love’s sake ; but if he 
could have made me mistress of the world I could not 
have had him; and yet I’ll swear he has nothing to 
be disliked in him but his want of tongue, which in a 
woman might have been a virtue. 

I sent you a part of Cyrus last week, where you will 
meet with one Doralise in the story of Abradate and 
Panthée. The whole story is very good ; but her 
humour makes the best part of it. I am of her 
opinion in most things that she says, in her character 
of “ L’honnéte homme”? that she is in search of, and her 
resolution of receiving no heart that had been offered 
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to anybody else. Pray, tell me how you like her, and 
what fault you find in my Lady Carflisle]’s letter ? 
Methinks the hand and the style both show her a 
great person, and ’tis writ in the way that’s now affec- 
ted by all that pretend to wit and good breeding ; 
only, I am a little scandalized, I confess, that she uses 
that word “ Faithful,”—-she that never knew how to be 
so in her life. 

I have sent you my picture because you wished for 
it; but, pray, let it not presume to disturb my Lady 
Sunderland’s. Put it in some corner where no eyes 
may find it out, but yours to whom it is only inten- 
ded. Tis no very good one, but the best I shall 
ever have drawn of me; for, as my Lady says, my 
time for pictures is past, and therefore I have always 
refused to part with this, because I was sure the next 
would be a worse. ‘There is a beauty in youth that 
everybody has once in their lives ; and I remember my 
mother used to say there was never anybody (that was 
not deformed) but were handsome, to some reasonable 
degree, once between fourteen and twenty. It must 
hang with the light on the left hand of it; and you 
may keep it, if you please, till I bring you the original. 
But then I must borrow it (for ’tis no more mine, if 
you like it), because my br{other] is often bringing 
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people into my closet where it hangs, to show them 
other pictures that are there ; and if he should miss 
this long from thence, ’twould trouble his jealous head. 

You are not the first that has told me I knew better 
what qualities I would not have in a husband than 
what I would ; but it was more pardonable in them. 
I thought you had understood better what kind of 
person I liked than anybody else could possibly have 
done, and therefore did not think it necessary to make 
you that description too. Those that I reckoned up 
were only such as I could not be persuaded to have, 
upon no terms, though I had never seen such a person 
in my life as Mr. T.: not but that all those may 
make very good husbands to some women ; but they 
are so different from my humour that ’tis not possible 
we should ever agree; for though it might be reason- 
ably enough expected that I should conform mine to 
theirs (to my shame be it spoken), I could never do it, 
and I have lived so long in the world, and so much at 
my own liberty, that whosoever has me must be con- 
tent to take me as they find me, without hope of ever 
making me other thanIam. I cannot so muchas dis- 
guise my humour. When it was designed that I should 
have had Sir Jus[tinian], my brf{other] used to tell me 
he was confident that, with all his wisdom, any woman 
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that had wit and discretion might make an ass of him, 
and govern him as she pleased. I could not deny but 
possibly it might be so, but ’twas that, I was sure, I 
could never do; and though ’twas likely I should have 
forced myself to so much compliance as was necessary 
for a reasonable wife, yet farther than that no design 
could ever have carried me ; andI could not have flat- 
tered him into a belief that I admired him, to gain 
more than he, and all his Generation, are worth, 

”Tis such an ease (as you say) not to be solicitous to 
please others: in earnest, 1 am no more concerned 
whether people think me handsome or ill-favoured, 
whether they think I have wit or that I have none, 
than lam whether they think my name Eliz{abeth] or 
Dor{othy]. [would do nobody no injury ; but I should 
never desire to please above one; and that one I must 
love too, or else I should think it a trouble, and con- 
sequently not do it. I have made a general confession 
to you ; will you give me absolution? Methinks you 
should ; for you are not much better, by your own 
relation ; therefore ’tis easiest for us to forgive one 
another. When you hear anything from your father, 
remember that I am his humble Servant, and much 
concerned in his good health. I am 

Yours, 
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LETTER XXXVI 


Sir,— 

If want of kindness were the only crime I exempted 
from pardon, ’twas not that I had the least apprehen- 
sion you could be guilty of it ; but to show you (by 
excepting only an impossible thing) that I excepted 
nothing. No, in earnest, I can fancy no such thing 
of you, or if I could, the quarrel would be to my- 
self ; I should never forgive my own folly that let 
me to choose a friend that could be false. But Ill 
leave this (which is not much to the purpose) and 
tell you how, with my usual impatience, I expected 
your letter, and how cold it went to my heart to see 
it so short a one, T'was so great a pain to me that 
I am resolved you shall not feel it ; nor can I in 
justice punish you for a fault unwillingly committed. 
If I were your enemy, I could not use you ill, when 
I saw Fortune do it too, and in gallantry and good 
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nature both, I should think myself rather obliged to 
protect you from her injuries (if it lay in my power) 
than double them upon you. These things con- 
sidered, I believe this letter will be longer than 
ordinary,—kinder I think it cannot be. I always 
speak my heart to you ; and that is so much your 
friend, it never furnishes me with anything to your 
disadvantage. I am glad you are an admirer of 
Telesile as well as I; in my opinion ’tis a fine Lady, 
but I know you will pity poor Amestris strangely 
when you have read her story. I'll swear I cried for 
her when I read it first, though she were but an 
imaginary person ; and, sure, if anything of that kind 
can deserve it, her misfortunes may. 

God forgive me, I was as near laughing yesterday 
where I should not. Would you believe that I had 
the grace to go hear a sermon upon a week day? In 
earnest, ’tis true ; and Mr. Marshall was the man that 
preached, but never anybody was so defeated. He is 
so famed that I expected rare things of him, and 
seriously I listened to him at first with as much 
reverence and attention as if he had been St. Paul; 
and what do you think he told us? Why, that if 
there were no kings, no queens, no lords, no ladies, 
no gentlemen, nor gentlewomen, in the world, ’twould 
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be no loss at all to God Almighty. This we had 
over some forty times, which made me remember 
it, whether I would or not. ‘The rest was much at 
this rate, interlarded with the prettiest odd phrases, 
that I had the most ado to look soberly enough, for 
the place I was in, that ever I had in my life. He 
does not preach so always, sure? If he does, I 
cannot believe his sermons will do much towards the 
bringing anybody to heaven, more than by exercising 
their patience. Yet I'll say that for him, he stood 
stoutly for tithes, though in my opinion, few deserve 
them less than he ; and it may be he would be better 
without them. 

Yet you are not convinced, you say, that to be 
miserable is the way to be good ; to some natures I 
think it is not, but there are many of so careless and 
vain a temper, that the least breath of good fortune 
swells them with so much pride, that if they were 
not put in mind, sometimes, by a sound cross or two, 
that they are mortal, they would hardly think it 
possible ; and though ’tis a sign of a servile nature, 
when fear produces more of reverence in us than 
love, yet there is more danger of forgetting oneself in 
a prosperous fortune than in the contrary, and afflic- 
tion may be the surest (though not the pleasantest) 
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guide to heaven. What think you, might not I 
preach with Mr. Marshall for a wager? But you 
could fancy a perfect happiness here, you say ; that 
is not much, many people do so ; but I never heard 
of anybody that had it, more than in fancy, so that 
*twill not be strange if you should miss on’t. One 
may be happy to a good degree, I think, in a faithful 
friend, a moderate fortune, and a retired life ; further 
than this I know nothing to wish; but if there be 
anything beyond it, I wish it you. 

You did not tell me what carried you out of town 
in such haste. I hope the occasion was good, you 
must account to me for all that I lost by it. I shall 
expect a whole packet next week. O me! I have 
forgot this once or twice to tell you, that if it be no 
inconvenience to you, I could wish you would change 
the place of direction for my letters. Certainly that 
Jones knows my name, I bespoke a saddle of him 
once, and though it be a good while agone, yet I was 
so often with him about it,—having much ado to 
make him understand how I would have it, it being 
of a fashion he had never seen, though since it be 
common,—that I am confident he has not forgot me. 
Besides that, upon it he got my brother’s custom ; 
and I cannot tell whether he does not use the shop 
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still, Jane presents her humble service to you, and 
has sent you something in a box; ’tis hard to 
imagine what she can find here to present you withal, 
and I am much in doubt whether you will not pay 
too dear for it, if you discharge the carriage. ”Tis a 
pretty freedom she takes, but you may thank your- 
self ; she thinks because you call her Fellow-Servant, 
she may use you accordingly. I bred her better, but 
you have spoiled her. 

Is it true that my Lord Whitlock goes Ambassador 
where my Lord Lfisle] should have gone? I know 
not how he may appear in a Swedish Court, but he 
was never meant for a courtier at home, | believe. 
Yet ’tis a gracious Prince; he is often in this country, 
and always does us the favour to send for his fruit 
hither. He was making a purchase of one of the 
best houses in the county. I know not whether he 
goes on with it; but ’tis such a one as will not 
become anything less than a lord. And there is a 
talk as if the Chancery were going down ; if so, his 
title goes with it, I think. ”Twill be sad news for 
my Lord Keble’s son ; he will have nothing left to 
say When “milord my Father,” is taken from him. 
Were it not better that I had nothing to say neither, 
than that I should entertain you with such senseless 
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things? I hope I am half asleep, nothing else can 
excuse me ; if I were quite asleep, I should say fine 
things to you ; I often dream I do ; but perhaps, if 
I could remember them, they are no wiser than my 
waking discourses. Good-night. 
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LETTER 


S1r,— 

You would have me say something of my coming. 
Alas! how fain I would have something to say, 
but I know no more than you saw in that letter I 
sent you. How willingly would I tell you anything 
that I thought would please you ; but I confess I do 
not love to give uncertain hopes, because I do not 
care to receive them. And I thought there was no 
need of saying I would be sure to take the first 
occasion, and that I waited with impatience for it, 
because 1 hoped you had believed all that already ; 
and so you do, I am sure. Say what you will, you 
cannot but know my heart enough to be assured that 
I wish myself with you, for my own sake as well as 
yours. "Tis rather that you love to hear me say it 
often, than that you doubt it. For I am no dis- 
sembler ; I could not cry for a husband that were 
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indifferent to me (like your cousin) ; no, nor for a 
husband that I loved neither ; I think ’twould break my 
heart sooner than make me shed a tear. ’Tis ordi- 
nary griefs that only make me weep. In earnest, you 
cannot imagine how often I have been told that I had 
too much franchise in my humour, and that ’twas a 
point of good breeding to disguise handsomely ; but I 
answered still for myself, that ’twas not to be ex- 
pected I should be exactly bred, that had never seen 
a Court since I was capable of anything. Yet I know 
so much,—that my Lady Carlisle would take it very 
ill if you should not let her get the point of honour ; 
tis all she aims at, to go beyond everybody in compli- 
ment. But are you not afraid of giving me a strange 
vanity with telling me that I write better than the 
most extraordinary person in the kingdom? If I had 
not the sense to understand that the reason why 
you like my letters better is only because they are 
kinder than hers, such a word might have undone 
me. 

But my Lady Isabella, that speaks, and looks, and 
sings, and plays, and all so prettily, why cannot I say 
that she is as free from faults as her sister believes her ? 
No ; I am afraid she is not, and sorry that those she 
has are so generally known. My bfrother] did not 
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bring them for an example; but I did, and made 
him confess she had better have married a beggar, than 
that beast with all his estate. She cannot be excused ; 
but certainly they run a strange hazard that have such 
husbands as makes them think they cannot be more 
undone, whatever course they take. Oh, ’tis ten 
thousand pities! I remember she was the first 
woman, that ever I took notice of, for extremely 
handsome ; and, in earnest, she was then the loveliest 
thing that could be looked on, I think. But what 
should she do with beauty now? Were I as she, I 
would hide myself from all the world ; I should 
think all people, that looked on me, read it in my 
face, and despised me in their hearts ; and at the same 
time they made me a Leg, or spoke civilly to me, I 
should believe they did not think I deserved their 
respect. Tl tell you who he urged for an example 
though, my Lord Pembroke and my Lady, who, they 
say, are upon parting after all his passion for her, and 
his marrying her against the consent of all his friends ; 
but to that I answered, that though he pretended 
great kindness he had for her, I never heard of much 
she had for him, and knew she married him merely 
for advantage. Nor is she a woman of that discretion 
as to do all that might become her, when she must do 
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it rather as things fit to be done than as things she 
is inclined to. Besides that, what with a splenetic 
side and a chimical head, he is but an odd body 
himself. 

But is it possible what they say, that my Lord 
Leicfester] and my Lady are in great disorder, and that 
after forty years’ patience he has now taken up the cudgels 
and resolves to venture for the mastery? Methinks 
he wakes out of his long sleep like a froward child, 
that wrangles and fights with all that comes near it. 
They say he has turned away almost every servant in 
the house, and left her at Penshurst to digest it as 
she can. 

What an age do we live in, where ’tis a miracle, if 
in ten couple that are married, two of them live so 
as not to publish to the world, that they cannot 
agree. I begin to be of the opinion of him that 
(when the Roman Church first propounded whether 
it were not convenient for priests not to marry) said 
that it might be convenient enough, but sure it was 
not our Saviour’s intention, for He commanded that 
all should take up their cross and follow Him ; and 
for his part, he was confident there was no such cross 
as a wife. This is an ill doctrine for me to preach ; 
but to my friends I cannot but confess that I am afraid 
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much of the fault lies in us ; for I have observed that 
generally, in great families, the men seldom disagree, 
but the women are always scolding ; and ’tis most 
certain, that let the husband be what he will, if the 
wife have but patience (which, sure, becomes her 
best), the disorder cannot be great enough to make a 
noise ; his anger alone, when it meets with nothing 
that resists it, cannot be loud enough to disturb the 
neighbours. And such a wife may be said to do as a 
kinswoman of ours, that had a husband who was not 
always himself ; and when he was otherwise, his 
humour was to rise in the night, and with two bed- 
staves tabour upon the table an hour together. She 
took care every night to lay a great cushion upon the 
table for him to strike on, that nobody might hear 
him, and so discover his madness. But ’tis a sad 
thing when all one’s happiness is only that the world 
does not know you are miserable. 

For my part, I think it were very convenient that 
all such as intend to marry should live together in 
the same house some years of probation ; and if, in 
all that time, they never disagreed, they should then be 
permitted to marry if they pleased; but how few 
would do it then! I do not remember that I ever 
saw or heard of any couple that were bred up so to- 
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gether (as many you know are, that are designed for 
one another from children), but they always disliked 
one another extremely ; and parted, if it were left in 
their choice. If people proceeded with this caution, 
the world would end sooner than is expected, I 
believe ; and because, with all my wariness, ’tis not 
impossible but I may be caught, nor likely that I 
should be wiser than everybody else, ’twere best, I 
think, that I said no more in this point. 

What would I give to know that sister of yours 
that is so good at discovery ; sure, she is excellent 
company ; she had reason to laugh at you when you 
would have persuaded her the “‘ moss was sweet.” I 
remember Jane brought some of it to me, to ask me 
if I thought it had no ill smell, and whether she 
might venture to put it in the box or not. I told her, 
as I thought, she could not put a more innocent thing 
there, for I did not find that it had any smell at all ; 
besides that, I was willing it should do me some service 
in requital of the pains I had taken for it. My niece 
and I wandered through some eight hundred acres of 
wood in search of it, to make “rocks” and strange things 
that her head is full of, and she admires it more than 
you did. If she had known I had consented it should 
have been used to fill up a box, she would have con- 
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demned me extremely. I told Jane that you liked 
her present, and she, I find, is resolved to spoil your 
compliment, and make you confess at last that they 
are not worth the eating ; she threatens to send you 
more! But you would forgive her if you saw how she 
baits me every day to go to London ; all that I can 
say will not satisfy her. When I urge (as ’tis true) 
that there is a necessity of my stay here, she grows 
furious, cries you will die with melancholy, and con- 
founds me so with stories of your ill humour, that I'll 
swear I think I should go merely to be at quiet, if it 
were possible, though there were no other reason for 
it. But I hope ’tis not so ill as she would have me 
believe it, though I know your humour is strangely 
altered from what it was, and am sorry to see it. 
Melancholy must needs do you more hurt than to 
another to whom it may be natural, as I think it is to 
me ; therefore if you loved me you would take heed 
on’t. Can you believe that you are dearer to me 
than the whole world besides, and yet neglect yourself ? 
If you do not, you wrong a perfect friendship ; and 
if you do, you must consider my interest in you, and 
preserve yourself to make me happy. Promise me 
this, or I shall haunt you worse than she does me. 
Scribble how you please, so you make your letters long 
180 


enough ; you see I give you good example ; besides, 
I can assure you we do perfectly agree, if you receive 
no satisfaction but from my letters. 

I have none but what yours give me. 
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DETTE RG 


Sir,— 

That you may be at more certainty hereafter what 
to think, let me tell you that nothing could hinder 
me from writing to you (as well for my own satis- 
faction as yours) but an impossibility of doing it ; 
nothing but death, or a dead palsy in my hands, or 
something that had the same effects. I did write, 
and gave it Harrold, but by an accident his horse 
fell lame, so that he could not set out on Monday ; 
but on Tuesday he did ; came to town on Wednesday, 
[and] carried the letter himself (as he tells me) where 
’twas directed, which was to Mr. Copyn in Fleet 
Street. "T'was the first time I made use of that 
direction ; no matter and I had not done ’t then, 
since it proves no better. Harrold came late home 
on Thursday night with such an account as your boy 
gave you: that coming out of town the same day he 
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came in, he had been at Fleet Street again, but there 
was no letter for him. I was sorry, but I did not 
much wonder at it, because he gave so little time, and 
resolved to make my best of that I had by Collins. 
I read it over often enough to make it equal with the 
longest letter that ever was writ, and pleased myself, 
in earnest (as much as it was possible for me, in the 
humour I was in), to think how by that time you 
had asked me pardon for the little reproaches you had 
made me, and that the kindness and length of my 
letter had made you amends for the trouble it had 
given you in expecting it. But I am not a little 
amazed to find you had it not. I am very confident 
it was delivered, and therefore you must search where 
the fault lies. 

Were it not that you have suffered too much 
already, I would complain a little of you. Why 
should you think me so careless of anything that you 
were concerned in, as to doubt that I had not writ ? 
Though I had received none from you, I should not 
have taken that occasion to revenge myself. Nay, 
I should have concluded you innocent, and have 
imagined a thousand ways how it might happen, 
rather than have suspected your want of kindness. 
Why should not you be as just to me? But I will 
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not chide, it may be (as long as we have been friends) 
you do not know me so well yet as to make an abso- 
lute judgment of me ; but if I know myself at all, if 
I am capable of being anything, ’tis a perfect friend. 
Yet I must chide too. Why did you get such a 
cold? Good God ! how careless you are ot a life 
that (by your own confession) I have told you makes 
all the happiness of mine. ’Tis unkindly done. 
What is left for me to say, when that will not pre- 
vail with you ; or how can you persuade me to a 
care of myself, when you refuse to give me the 
example? I know nothing in the world that gives 
me the least desire of preserving myself, but the 
opinion I have you would not be willing to lose me ; 
and yet, if you saw with what caution [ live (at least 
to what I did before), you would reproach it to your- 
self sometimes, and might grant, perhaps, that you 
have not got the advantage of me in friendship so 
much as you imagine. What (besides your consider- 
ation) could oblige me to live and lose all the rest of 
my friends thus one after another? Sure I am not 
insensible nor very ill-natured, and yet I'll swear I 
think I do not afflict myself half so much as another 
would do that had my losses. I pay nothing of sad- 
ness to the memory of my poor brother, but I pre- 
184 


sently disperse it with thinking what I owe in 
thankfulness, that ’tis not you I mourn for. 

Well, give me no more occasions to complain of 
you, you know not what may follow. Here was 
Mr. Freeman yesterday that made me a very kind 
visit, and said so many fine things to me, that I was 
confounded with his civilities, and had nothing to 
say for myself. I could have wished then that he 
had considered me less and my niece more ; but if 
you continue to use me thus, in earnest, I’ll not be 
so much her friend hereafter. Methinks I see you 
laugh at all my threatenings ; and not without rea- 
son. Mr. Freeman, you believe, is designed for 
somebody that deserves him better. I think so too, 
and am not sorry for it ; and you have reason to 
believe I never can be other than 

Your Farrurut Frienp. 
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LETTER XLI 


Sir,— 

Having tired myself with thinking, I mean to 
weary you with reading, and revenge myself that 
way for all the unquiet thoughts you have given me. 
But I intended this a sober letter, and therefore, sans 
raillerie, let me tell you, I have seriously considered 
all our misfortunes, and can see no end of them, but 
by submitting to that which we cannot avoid, and by 
yielding to it break the force of a blow which, if re- 
sisted, brings a certain ruin. I think I need not tell 
you how dear you have been to me, nor that in your 
kindness I placed all the satisfaction of my life ; ’twas 
the only happiness I proposed to myself, and had set 
my heart so much upon it, that it was therefore made 
my punishment, to let me see that, how innocent 
soever I thought my affection, it was guilty in being 
greater than is allowable for things of this world. 
Tis not a melancholy humour gives me these appre- 
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hensions and inclinations, nor the persuasions of 
others ; ’tis the result of a long strife with myself, 
before my reason could overcome my passion, or 
bring me to a perfect resignation to whatsoever is 
allotted for me. ’Tis now done, I hope, and I have 
nothing left but to persuade you to that, which I 
assure myself your own judgment will approve in the 
end, and your reason has often prevailed with you to 
ofter ; that which you would have done then out of 
kindness to me, and point of honour, I would have 
you do now, out of wisdom and kindness to yourself. 
Not that I would disclaim my part in it or lessen my 
obligation to you, no, I am your friend as much as 
ever I was in my life, (I think more,) and am sure I 
shall never be less. I have known you long enough 
to discern that you have all the qualities that make 
an excellent friend, and I shall endeavour to deserve 
that you may be so to me ; but I would have you do 
this upon the justest grounds, and such as may con- 
duce most to your quiet and future satisfaction. 
When we have tried all ways to happiness, there is 
no such thing to be found but in a mind conformed 
to one’s condition, whatsoever it be, and in not aiming 
at any things that is either impossible, or improbable ; 
all the rest is but vanity and vexation of spirit, and I 
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durst pronounce it so from that little knowledge I 
have had of the world, though I had not Scripture 
for my warrant. The shepherd that bragged, to the 
traveller who asked him what weather it was like 
to be, that it should be what weather pleased him, 
and made it good by saying it should be what 
weather pleased God, and what pleased God should 
please him, said an excellent thing, in rude language, 
and knew enough to make him the happiest person 
in the world if he made a right use on’t. ‘There can 
be no pleasure in a struggling life, and that folly 
which we condemn in an ambitious man, that ’s ever 
labouring for that which is hardly got, and more un- 
certainly kept, is seen in all according to their several 
humours ; in some ’tis covetousness, in others pride, 
in some a stubbornness of nature that chooses to go 
always against the tide, and in others an unfortunate 
fancy to things that are in themselves innocent, till 
we make them otherwise by desiring them too much. 
Of this sort, I think, you and I are ; we have lived 
hitherto upon hopes so airy, that I have often won- 
dered how they could support the weight of our 
misfortunes ; but passion gives a strength above 
nature, we see it in mad people ; and, not to flatter 
ourselves, ours is but a refined degree of madness. 
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What can it be else, to be lost to all things in the 
world, but that single Object that takes up one’s fancy, 
to lose all the quiet and repose of one’s life in hunt- 
ing after it, when there is so little likelihood of ever 
gaining it, and so many more probable accidents that 
will infallibly make us miss of it? And (which is 
more than all), ’tis being mastered by that, which 
reason and religion teaches us to govern, and in that 
only gives us a pre-eminence above beasts. 

This, soberly considered, is enough to let us see our 
error, and consequently to persuade us to redeem it. 
To another person, I should justify myself that ’tis 
not a lightness in my nature, nor any interest that is not 
common to us both, that has wrought this change in 
me. ‘To you that know my heart, and from whom 
I shall never hide it, to whom a thousand testimonies 
of my kindness can witness the reality of it, and 
whose friendship is not built upon common grounds, 
I have no more to say, but that I impose not my 
opinions upon you, and that I had rather you took 
them up, as your own choice, than upon my entreaty. 
But if, as we have not differed in anything else, we 
could agree in this too, and resolve upon a friendship 
that will be much the perfecter for having nothing 
of passion in it, how happy might we be, without so 
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much as a fear of the change that any accident could 
bring. We might defy all that fortune could do, 
and putting off all disguise and constraint, with that 
which only made it necessary, make our lives as easy 
to us as the condition of this world will permit. I 
may own you as a person that I extremely value and 
esteem, and for whom I have a particular friendship, 
and you may consider me as one that will always be 
Your FairHFuL. 


This was writ when I expected a letter from 
you, how came I to miss it? I thought at first it 
might be the carrier’s fault in changing his Inn with- 
out giving notice, but he assures me he did, to Nan. 
My brother’s groom came down to-day, too, and saw 
her, he tells me, but brings me nothing from her ; if 
nothing of ill be the cause, I am contented. You 
hear the noise my Lady Anne Blunt has made with 
her marrying? I am so weary with meeting it in all 
places where I go. From what is she fallen ! they 
talked but the week before that she should have my 
Lord of Strafford. Did you not intend to write to 
me when you writ to Jane? That bit of paper 
did me great service ; without it I should have had 
strange apprehension, and my sad dreams, and the 
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several frights I have waked in, would have run so in 
my head, that I should have concluded something of 
very ill from your silence. Poor Jane is sick, but she 
will write, she says, if she can. 

Did you send the last part of Cyrus to Mr. 
Hollingsworth ? 
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IDI ke GENEL 


Sir,— 

I am extremely sorry that your letter miscarried, but I 
am confident my b[rother] has it not. As cunning as he 
is, he could not hide it so from me, but that I should 
discover it some way or other. No; he was here, 
and both his men, when this letter should have 
come, and not one of them stirred out that day ; 
indeed, the next they went all to London. The note 
you writ to Jarie came in one of Nan’s, by Collins, 
but nothing else ; it must be lost by the porter that 
was sent with it, and ’twas very unhappy that there 
should be anything in it of more consequence than 
ordinary ; it may be numbered amongst the rest of our 
misfortunes, all which an inconsiderate passion has 
occasioned. You must pardon me I cannot be 
reconciled to it, ’t has been the ruin of us both. 
*Tis true that nobody must imagine to themselves 


192 


ever to be absolute masters on ’t, but there is great 
difference betwixt that and yielding to it, between 
striving with it, and soothing it up, till it grows too 
strong for one. Can I remember how ignorantly 
and innocently I suffered it to steal upon me by 
degrees ; how under a mask of friendship I cozened 
myself into that which, had it appeared to me at first 
in its true shape, I had feared and shunned? Can I 
discern that it has made the trouble of your life, and 
cast a cloud upon mine, that will help to cover me in 
my grave? Can I know that it wrought so upon us 
both as to make neither of us friends to one another, 
but agree in running wildly to our own destructions, 
and that perhaps of some more innocent persons who 
might live to curse our folly, that gave them so miserable 
a being? Ah! if you love yourself or me, you must 
confess that I have reason to condemn this senseless 
passion ; that whereso’er it comes, destroys all that 
entertain it ; nothing of judgment or discretion can 
live with it, and puts everything else out of order 
before it can find a place for itself. What has it not 
brought my poor Lady Anne Blunt to? She is the 
talk of all the footmen and boys in the street, and will 
be company for them shortly, who yet is so blinded by 
her passion as not at all to perceive the misery she has 
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brought herself to ; and this fond love of hers has so 
rooted all sense of nature out of her heart, that, they 
say, she is no more moved than a statue with the 
affliction of a father and mother that doted on her, 
and had placed the comfort of their lives in her prefer- 
ment. With all this, is it not manifest to the whole 
world that Mr. Blunt could not consider anything 
in this action but his own interest, and that he makes 
her a very ill return for all her kindness ; if he had 
loved her truly, he would have died, rather than have 
been the occasion of this misfortune to her. My 
cousin Fr[anklin], as you observe very well, may say fine 
things, now she is warm in Moor Park, but she is very 
much altered in her opinions since her marriage, if 
these be her own. She left a gentleman, that I could 
name, whom she had much more of kindness for than 
ever she had for Mr. Fr[anklin], because his estate was 
less ; and upon the discovery of some letters that her 
mother intercepted, suffered herself to be persuaded 
that twenty-three hundred pound a year was better 
than twelve though with a person she loved; and 
has recovered it so well, that you see she confesses 
there is nothing in her condition she desires to alter 
at the charge of awish. She’s happier by much than 
I shall ever be, but I do not envy her ; may she long 
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enjoy it, and I an early and a quiet grave, free from the 
trouble of this busy world, where all with passion 
pursue their own interests at their neighbour’s charges ; 
where nobody is pleased but somebody complains on’t ; 
and where ’tis impossible to be without giving and 
receiving injuries. 

You would know what I would be at, and how I 
intend to dispose of myself. Alas! were I in my 
own disposal, you should come to my grave to be 
resolved ; but grief alone will not kill. All that I 
can say, then, is that I resolve on nothing but to arm 
myself with patience, to resist nothing that is laid 
upon me, nor struggle for what I have no hope to 
get. I have no ends nor no designs, nor will my 
heart ever be capable of any ; but like a country 
wasted by a civil war, where two opposing parties 
have disputed their right so long till they have made 
it worth neither of their conquests, ’tis ruined and 
desolated by the long strife within it to that degree 
as ’twill be useful to none,—nobody that knows the 
condition ’tis in will think it worth the gaining, and 
I shall not cozen anybody with it. No, really, if I 
may be permitted to desire anything, it shall be only 
that I may injure nobody but myself,—I can bear 
anything that reflects only upon me; or, if I 
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cannot, I can die; but I would fain die innocent, 
that I might hope to be happy in the next world, 
though never in this, I take it a little ill that you 
should conjure me by anything, with a belief that ’tis 
more powerful with me than your kindness. No, 
assure yourself what that alone cannot gain will be 
denied to all the world. You would see me, you say ? 
You may do so if you please, though I know not to 
what end. You deceive yourself if you think it would 
prevail upon me to alter my intentions ; besides, I 
can make no contrivances ; it must be here, and I 
must endure the noise it will make, and undergo the 
censures of a people that choose ever to give the worst 
interpretation that anything will bear. Yet if it can 
be any ease to you to make me more miserable than I 
am, never spare me ; consider yourself only, and not 
me at all,—’tis no more than I deserve for not accept- 
ing what you offered me, whilst ’twas in your power 
to make it good, as you say it then was. You were 
prepared, it seems, but I was surprised, I confess it. 
"Twas a kind fault, though ; and you may pardon it 
with more reason than I have to forgive it myself. 
And let me tell you this, too, as lost and as wretched 
as I am, I have still some sense of my reputation left 
in me,—I find that, to my last, I shall attempt to 
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preserve it as clear as I can ; and to do that, I must 
if you see me thus, make it the last of our interviews. 
What can excuse me if I should entertain any person 
that is known to pretend to me, when I can have no 
hope of ever marrying him? And what hope can I 
have of that when the fortune that can only make it 
possible to me depends upon a thousand accidents and 
contingencies, the uncertainty of the place ’tis in, and 
the government it may fall under, your father’s life or 
his success, his disposal of himself and then of his for- 
tune, besides the time that must necessarily be required 
to produce all this, and the changes that may probably 
bring with it, which ’tis impossible for us to foresee ? 
All this considered, what have I to say for myself when 
people shall ask, what ’tis I expect? Can there be 
anything vainer than such a hope, upon such grounds ? 
You must needs see the folly on ’t yourself, and there- 
fore examine your own heart, what ’tis fit for me to 
do, and what you can do for a person you love, and 
that deserves your compassion if nothing else, —a person 
that will always have an inviolable friendship for you, 
a friendship that shall take up all the room my passion 
held in my heart, and govern there as master, till 
death come to take possession and turn it out. 


Why should you make an impossibility where there 
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is none? A thousand accidents might have taken me 
from you, and you must have borne it. Why should 
not your own resolution work as much upon you, as 
necessity and time does infallibly upon all people? Your 
father would take it very [ill], I believe, if you should 
pretend to love me better than he did my Lady, yet 
she is dead and he lives, and perhaps may do to love 
again. ‘There is a gentlewoman in this country that 
loved so passionately for six or seven years that her 
friends, who kept her from marrying, fearing her death, 
consented to it ; and within half a year her husband 
died, which afflicted her so strangely nobody thought 
she would have lived. She saw no light but candles 
in three year, nor came abroad in five; and now 
that ’tis some nine years past, she is passionately taken 
again with another, and how long she has been so 
nobody knows but herself. ‘This is to let you see ’tis 
not impossible what I ask, nor unreasonable. Think 
on ’t, and attempt it at least ; but do it sincerely, and 
do not help your passion to master you. As you have 
ever loved me do this. 

The carrier shall bring your letters to Suffolk House 
to Jones. I shall long to hear from you ; but if you 
should deny me the only hope that ’s left me, I must 
beg you will defer it till Christmas Day be past ; for, 
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to deal freely with you, I have some devotions to per- 
form then, which must not be disturbed with any- 
thing, and nothing is like to do it so much as so 
sensible an affliction. Adieu, 


wee 


LETTE ROXCETML 


Sir,— 

I can say little more than I did,—I am convinced 
of the vileness of the world and all that ’s in ’t, and 
that I deceived myself extremely when I expected 
anything of comfort from it. No, I have no more 
to do in it but to grow every day more and more 
weary of it, if it be possible that I have not yet 
reached the highest degree of hatred for it. But I 
thank God I hate nothing else but the bare world, 
and the vices that make a part of it. I am in perfect 
charity with my enemies, and have compassion for all 
people’s misfortunes as well as for my own, especially 
for those I may have caused ; and I may truly say 
I bear my share of such. But as nothing obliges 
me to relieve a person that is in extreme want till I 
change conditions with him, and come to be where 
he began, and that I may be thought compassionate 
enough if I do all that I can, without prejudicing 
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myself too much, so let me tell you, that if I could 
help it, I would not love you, and that as long as I 
live I shall strive against it, as against that which has 
been my ruin, and was certainly sent me as a punish- 
ment for my sins. But I shall always have a sense of 
your misfortunes, equal, if not above, my own. I 
shall pray that you may obtain a quiet I never hope 
for but in my grave, and I shall never change my 
condition but with my life. Yet let not this give 
you a hope. Nothing can ever persuade me to enter 
the world again. I shall, in a short time, have dis- 
engaged myself of all my little affairs in it, and 
settled myself in a condition to apprehend nothing 
but too long a life, therefore I wish you would forget 
me ; and to induce you to it, let me tell you freely 
that I deserve you should. If I remember anybody, 
’tis against my will. I am possessed with that strange 
insensibility that my nearest relations have no tie 
upon me, and I find myself no more concerned in 
those that I have heretofore had great tenderness of 
affection for, than in my kindred that died long before 
I was born. Leave me to this, and seek a better 
fortune. I beg it of you as heartily as I forgive you 
all those strange thoughts you have had of me. 
Think me so still, if that will do anything towards it, 
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For God sake do, take any course that may make 
you happy ; or, if that cannot be, less unfortunate at 
least than 

Your friend and humble servant, 


D. Osporne. 


I can hear nothing of that letter, but I hear from 
all people that I know, part of my unhappy story, 
and from some that I do not know. A lady, whose 
face I never saw, sent it me as news she had out of 


Ireland. 
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LETTER XLIV 


If you have ever loved me, do not refuse the last 
request I shall ever make you ; ’tis to preserve your- 
self from the violences of your passion. Vent it all 
upon me ; call me and think me what you please ; 
make me, if it be possible, more wretched than I am. 
Pll bear it all without the least murmur. Nay, I 
deserve it all, for had you never scen me you had 
certainly been happy. ”Tis my misfortunes only that 
have that infectious quality as to strike, at the same 
time, me and all that’s d{[ear] to me. I am the most 
unfortunate woman breathing, but I was never false. 
No; I call heaven to witness that if my life could 
satisfy for the least injury my fortune has done you 
(I cannot say ’twas I that did them you), I would 
lay it down with greater joy than any person ever 
received a crown ; and if I ever forget what I owe 
you, or ever entertaine a thought of kindness for 
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any person in the world besides, may I live a long 
and miserable life. ”Tis the greatest curse I can 
invent ; if there be a greater, may I feel it. This is 
all I can say. Tell me if it be possible I can do 
anything for you, and tell me how I may deserve 
your pardon for all the trouble I have given you. 
I would not die without it. 


For Mr. Temple. 
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LETTER XLV 


Sir,— 

*Tis most true what you say, that few have what 
they merit ; if it were otherwise, you would be 
happy, I think, but then I should be so too, and that 
must not be,—a false and an inconstant person cannot 
merit it, I am sure. You are kind in your good 
wishes, but I am at no friends nor no princes, the 
honour would be lost upon me ; I should become a 
crown so ill, there would be no striving for it after 
me, and, sure, I should not wear it long. Your letter 
was a much greater loss to me than that of H[{enry] 
C[romwell], and therefore ’tis that, with all my care 
and diligence, I cannot inquire it out. You will not 
complain, I believe, of the shortness of my last, what- 
ever else you dislike in it, and if I spare you at any 
time ’tis because I cannot but imagine, since I am so 
wearisome to myself, that I must needs be so to 
everybody else, though, at present, I have other 
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occasions that will not permit this to be a long one. 
I am sorry it should be only in my power to make 
a friend miserable, and that where I have so great 
kindness I should do so great injuries ; but ’tis my 
fortune, and I must bear it ; ’twill be none to you, 
I hope, to pray for you, nor to desire that you would 
(all passion laid aside) freely tell me my faults, that I 
may, at least, ask your forgiveness where ’tis not in 
my power to make you better satisfaction. I would 
fain make even with all the world, and be out of 
danger of dying in anybody’s debt ; then I have 
nothing more to do in it but to expect when I shall 
be so happy as to leave it, and always to remember 
that my misfortune makes all my fault towards you, 
and that my faults to God made all my misfortunes, 
Your Unuappy. 
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LETTER XLVI 


Sir,— 

That which I writ by your boy was in so much 
haste and distraction as I cannot be satisfied with it, 
nor believe it has expressed my thoughts as I meant 
them. No, I find it is not easily done at more 
leisure, and I am yet to seek what to say that is not 
too little nor too much. I would fain let you see 
that I am extremely sensible of your affliction, that I 
would lay down my life to redeem you from it, but 
that’s a mean expression ; my life is of so little value 
that I will not mention it. No, let it be rather 
what, in earnest, if I can tell anything I have left 
that is considerable enough to expose for it, it must 
be that small reputation I have amongst my friends, 
that’s all my wealth, and that I could part with to 
restore you to that quiet you lived in when I first 
knew you. But, on the other side, I would not give 
you hopes of that I cannot do. If I loved you less I 
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would allow you to be the same person to me, and I 
would be the same to youas heretofore. But to deal 
freely with you, that were to betray myself, and I find 
that my passion would quickly be my master again if 
I gave it any liberty. I am not secure that it would 
not make me do the most extravagant things in the 
world, and I shall be forced to keep a continual war 
alive with it as long as there are any remainders of it 
left ;—I think I might as well have said as long as I 
lived. Why should you give yourself over so un- 
reasonably to it! Good God! no woman breathing 
can deserve half the trouble you give yourself. If I 
were yours from this minute I could not recompense 
what you have suffered from the violence of your 
passion, though I were all that you can imagine me, 
when, God knows, I am an inconsiderable person, 
born to a thousand misfortunes, which have taken 
away all sense of anything else from me, and left me 
a walking misery only. I do from my soul forgive 
you all the injuries your passion has done me, though, 
let me tell you, I was much more at my ease whilst I 
was angry. Scorn and despite would have cured me 
in some reasonable time, which I despair of now. 
However, I am not displeased with it, and, if it may 
be of any advantage to you, I shall not consider my- 
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self in it ; but let me beg, then, that you will leave 
off those dismal thoughts. I tremble at the desperate 
things you say in your letter ; for the love of God, 
consider seriously with yourself what can enter into 
comparison with the safety of your soul. Are a 
thousand women, or ten thousand worlds, worth it ? 
No, you cannot have so little reason left as you pre- 
tend, nor so little religion. For God sake let us 
not neglect what can only make us happy for a trifle. 
If God had seen it fit to have satisfied our desires we 
should have had them, and everything would not have 
conspired thus to have crossed them. Since He has 
decreed it otherwise (at least as far as we are able to 
judge by events), we must submit, and not by striving 
make an innocent passion a sin, and show a childish 
stubbornness. 

I could say a thousand things more to this purpose 
if I we[re] not in haste to send this away,—that it 
may co[me] to you, at least, as soon as the other. 
Adieu. 

I cannot imagine who this should be that Mr. Dr— 
meant, and am inclined to believe ’twas a story made 


to disturb you, though perhaps not by him. 


For Mr. T. 
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LETTER XLVI 


Sir,— 

’Tis never my humour to do injuries, nor was 
this meant as any to you. No, in earnest, if I could 
have persuaded you to have quitted a passion that 
injures you, I had done an act of real friendship, and 
you might have lived to thank me for it ; but since it 
cannot be I will attempt it no more. I have laid 
before you the inconveniences it brings along, how 
certain the trouble is, and how uncertain the reward ; 
how many accidents may hinder us from ever being 
happy, and how few there are (and those so unlikely) 
to make up our desires. All this makes no impression 
in you; you are still resolved to follow your blind 
guide, and I to pity where I cannot help. It will 
not be amiss though to let you see that what I did 
was merely in consideration of your interest, and not 
at all of my own, that you may judge of me accord- 
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ingly ; and, to do that, I must tell you that, unless 
it were after the receipt of those letters that made me 
angry, I never had the least hope of wearing out my 
passion, nor, to say truth, much desire. For to what 
purpose should I have strived against it? “Iwas 
innocent enough in me that resolved never to marry, 
and would have kept me company in this solitary 
place as long as I lived, without being a trouble to 
myself or anybody else. Nay, in earnest, if I could 
have hoped that you would be so much your own friend 
as to seek out a happiness in some other person, 
nothing under heaven could have satisfied me like 
entertaining myself with the thought of having done 
you service in diverting you from a troublesome pur- 
suit of what is so uncertain, and by that giving you 
the occasion of a better fortune. Otherwise, whether 
you loved me still, or whether you did not, was 
equally the same to me, your interest set aside. I 
will not reproach you how ill an interpretation you 
made of this, because we’ll have no more quarrels. 
On the contrary, because I see ’tis in vain to think of 
curing you, I’ll study only to give you what ease I 
can, and leave the rest to better physicians,—to time 
and fortune. Here, then, I declare that you have still 
the same power in my heart that I gave you at our 
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last parting ; that I will never marry any other ; and 
that if ever our fortunes will allow us to marry, you 
shall dispose me as you please; but this, to deal 
freely with you, I do not hope for. No; ’tis too 
great a happiness, and I, that know myself best, must 
acknowledge I deserve crosses and afflictions, but can 
never merit such a blessing. You know ’tis not a 
fear of want that frights me. I thank God I never 
distrusted His providence, nor I hope never shall, and 
without attributing anything to myself, 1 may acknow- 
ledge He has given me a mind that can be satisfied 
within as narrow a compass as that of any person living 
of my rank. But I confess that I have an humour 
will not suffer me to expose myself to people’s scorn. 
The name of Love is grown so contemptible by the 
folly of such as have falsely pretended to it, and so 
many giddy people have married upon that score, and 
repented so shamefully afterwards, that nobody can do 
anything that tends towards it without being esteemed 
a ridiculous person, Now, as my young Lady 
Holland says, I never pretended to wit in my life, 
but I cannot be satisfied that the world should think 
me a fool, so that all I can do for you will be to pre- 
serve a constant kindness for you, which nothing 
shall ever alter or diminish ; ’ll never give you any 
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more alarms by going about to persuade you against 
that you have for me; but from this hour we’ll live 
quietly—no more fears, no more jealousies ; the wealth 
of the whole world, by the grace of God, shall not 
tempt me to break my word with you, nor the 
importunity of all the friends I have. Keep this as a 
testimony against me if ever I do, and make me a 


reproach to them by it ; therefore be secure, and rest 
satisfied with what I can do for you. 

You should come hither but that I expect my brother 
every day ; not but that he designed a longer stay 
when he went, but since he keeps his horses with him 
tis an infallible token that he is coming. We cannot 
miss fitter times than this twenty in a year, and I shall 
be as ready to give you notice of such as you can be 
to desire it, only you would do me a great pleasure if 
you could forbear writing, unless it were sometimes 
on great occasions. This is a strange request for me 
to make, that have been fonder of your letters than 
my Lady Protector is of her new honour, and, in 
earnest, could be so still, but there are a thousand in- 
conveniences in’t that I could tell you. Tell me 
what you can do; in the meantime think of some 
employment for yourself this summer. Who knows 
what a year may produce? If nothing, we are but 
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where we were, and nothing can hinder us from being, 


at least, 
Perrecr FRIEnpDs. 


Adieu. There’s nothing so terrible in my other 
letter but you may venture to read it. Have not 
y y 
you forgot my Lady’s book ? 
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LETTER XLVIII 


Tis but an hour since you went, and I am writing 
to you already ; is not this kind? How do you after 
your journey? Are you not weary ? do you not repent 
that you took it to so little purpose? Well, God for- 
give me, and you too, you made me tell a great lie. 
I was fain to say you came only to take your leave 
before you went abroad ; and all this not only to keep 
quiet, but to keep him from playing the madman ; 
for when he has the least suspicion, he carries it so 
strangely that all the world takes notice on’t, and so 
often guess at the reason, or else he tells it. Now, do 
but you judge whether if by mischance he should 
discover the truth, whether he would not rail most 
sweetly at me (and with some reason) for abusing him. 
Yet you helped to do it; a sadness that he dis- 
covered at your going away inclined him to believe 
you were ill satisfied, and made him credit what I 
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said. He is kind now in extremity, and I would be 
glad to keep him so till a discovery is absolutely neces- 
sary. Your going abroad will confirm him much in 
his belief, and I shall have nothing to torment me in this 
place but my own doubts and fears. Here I shall find 
all the repose I am capable of, and nothing will disturb 
my prayers and wishes for your happiness which only 
can make mine. Your journey cannot be to your 
disadvantage neither ; you must needs be pleased to 
visit a place you are so much concerned in, and to bea 
witness yourself of the probability of your hopes, though 
I will believe you need no other inducements to this 
voyage than my desiring it. I know you love me, and 
you have no reason to doubt my kindness. Let us both 
have patience to wait what time and fortune will do for 
us; they cannot hinder our being perfect friends. 
Lord, there were a thousand things I remembered 
after you were gone that I should have said, and now 
I am to write not one of them will come into my head. 
Sure, as I live, it is not settled yet! Good God ! the 
fears and surprises, the crosses and disorders of that day, 
*twas confused enough to be a dream, and I am apt 
to think sometimes it was no more. But no, I saw 
you; when I shall do it again, God only knows ! 
Can there be a more Romance story than ours would 
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make if the conclusion should prove happy? Ah! I 
dare not hope it; something that I cannot describe 
draws a cloud over all the light my fancy discovers some- 
times, and leaves me so in the dark with all my fears 
about me that I tremble to think on’t. But no more of 
this sad talk, 

Who was that, Mr. Dr— told you I should marry ? 
I cannot imagine for my life ; tell me, or I shall think 
you made it to excuse yourself. Did not you say once 
you knew where good French tweezers were to be had? 
Pray send me a pair; they shall cut no love. Before 
you go I must have a ring from you, too, a plain gold 
one ; if I ever marry it shall be my wedding ring ; 
when I die I'll give it you again. What a dismal 
story this is you sent me ; but who could expect better 
from a love begun upon such grounds? I cannot 
pity neither of them, they were both so guilty—yes, 
they are the more to be pitied for that ! 

Here is a note comes to me just now : will you do 
this service for a fair lady that is my friend? Have not 
I taught her well, she writes better than her mistress? 
How merry and pleased she is with her marrying, be- 
cause there is a plentiful fortune ; otherwise she would 
not value the man at all. This is the world ; would 
youand I were out on’t : for, sure, we were not made 
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to live in it. Do you remember Arme and the little 
house there? Shall we go thither? that’s next to 
being out of the world. ‘There we might live like 
Baucis and Philemon, grow old together in our little 
cottage, and for our charity to some ship-wrecked 
strangers obtain the blessing of dying both at the same 
time. How idly I talk; ’tis because the story pleases 
me—none in Ovidso much. I remember I cried when 
Ireadit. Methought they were the perfectest charac- 
ters of a contented marriage, where piety and love 
were all their wealth, and in their poverty feasted the 
gods when rich men shut them out. I am called 
away,—farewell ! 


Your Fatrurut. 
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LETTER: XLIX 


. of what she saw till he was gone, but then 
I had it in full measure. Tis pity I cannot show you 
what his wit could do uponso ill a subject, but my Lady 
Ru[thin] keeps them to abuse me withal, and has put a 
tune to them that I may hear them all manner of 
ways ; and yet I do protest I remember nothing more 
of them but this lame piece,— 


A stately and majestic brow, 
Of force to make Protectors bow. 


Indeed, if I have any stately looks I think he has seen 
them, but yet it seems they could not keep him from 
playing the fool. My Lady Grey told me that one 
day talking of me to her (as he would find ways to 
bring in that discourse by the head and shoulders, 
whatsoever anybody else could interpose), he said he 
wondered I did not marry. She (that understood him 
well enough, but would not seem to do so) said she 
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knew not, unless it were that I liked my present con- 
dition so well that I did not care to change it ; which 
she was apt to believe, because to her knowledge I 
had refused very good fortunes, and named some so far 
beyond his reach, that she thought she had dashed all 
his hopes. But he, confident still, said twas perhaps 
that I had no fancy to their persons (as if his own 
were so taking !), that I was to be looked upon as one 
that had it in my power to please myself, and that per- 
haps in a person I liked would bate something of for- 
tune. ‘To this my Lady answered again for me, that 
’twas not impossible but I might do so, but in that 
point she thought me nice and curious enough. And 
still to dishearten him the more, she took occasion 
(upon his naming some gentlemen of the country that 
had been talked of heretofore as my Servants, and 
are since disposed of) to say (very plainly) that ’twas 
true they had some of them pretended, but there was 
an end of my Bedfordshire Servants ; she was sure there 
were no more that could be admitted into the number. 
After all this (which would have satisfied an ordinary 
young man) did I this last Thursday receive a letter 
from him by Collins, which he sent first to London 
that it might come from thence to me. I threw it 
into the fire; and do you but keep my counsel, no- 
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body shall ever know that I had it; and my gentle- 
man shall be kept at such a distance as I hope to hear 
no more of him. Yet I’ll swear of late I have used 
him so near to rudely that there is little left for me to 
do. Fye! what a deal of paper have I spent upon 
this idle fellow ; if I had thought his story would have 
proved so long, you should have missed on’t, and the 
loss would not have been great. 

I have not thanked you yet for my tweezers and 
essences ; they are both very good. I kept one of 
the little glasses myself; remember my ring, and 
in return, if I go to London whilst you are in 
Ireland, I'll have my picture taken in little and 
send it you. The sooner yoy despatch away 
will be the better, I think, since I have no hopes 
of seeing you before you go; there lies all your 
business, your father and fortune must do the rest. 
I cannot be more yours than I am. You are mis- 
taken if you think I stand in awe of my bfrother]. 
No, I fear nobody’s anger. I am proof against all 
violence ; but when people haunt me with reasonings 
and entreaties, when they look sadly and pretend 
kindness, when they beg upon that score, ’tis a strange 
pain to me to deny. When he rants and renounces 
me, I can despise him ; but when he asks my pardon, 
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with tears, pleads to me the long and constant friend- 
ship between us, and calls heaven to witness that 
nothing upon earth is dear to him in comparison of 
me, then, I confess, I feel a strange unquietness 
within me, and I would do anything to evade his 
importunity. Nothing is so great a violence to me 
as that which moves my compassion. I can resist 
with ease any sort of peoples but beggars. If this be 
a fault in me, ’tis at least a well-natured one ; and 
therefore I hope you will forgive it me, you that can 
forgive me anything, you say, and be displeased with 
nothing whilst I love you; may I never be pleased 
with anything when I do not. Yet I could beat you 
for writing this last strange letter ; was there ever 
anything said like? If I had not a vanity that the 
world should admire me, I would not care what they 
talked of me. In earnest, I believe there is nobody 
displeased that people speak well of them, and repu- 
tation is esteemed by all of much greater value than 
life itself. Yet let me tell you soberly that, with all 
my vanity, I could be very well contented, upon con- 
dition nobody should blame me or any action of mine, 
to quit all my part of the praises and admiration of the 
world ; and if I might be allowed to choose my hap- 
piness, part of it should consist in concealment ; there 
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should not above two persons in the world know 
that there were such a one in it as “your faithful.” 

Stay ! I have not done yet. Here’s another side 
good still, I find; here, then, I’ll tell you that I am not 
angry for all this. No, I allow it to your ill-humour, 
and that to the crosses that have been common to us; 
but now that is cleared up, I shall expect you 
should say finer things to me. Yet take heed of 
being like my neighbour’s Servant, he is so transported 
to find no rubs in his way, that he knows not whether 
he stands upon his head or his feet. ”Tis the most 
troublesome, busy, talking little thing that ever was 
born ; his tongue goes like the clack of a mill, but to 
much less purpose, though if ’twere all oracle, my 
head would ache to hear that perpetual noise. I 
admire at her patience and her resolution, that can 
Jaugh at all his fooleries and love his fortune. You 
would wonder to see how tired she is with his imper- 
tinences, and yet how pleased she is to think she shall 
havea great estate with him. But this is the world, and 
she makes a part of it betimes. ‘Two or three great 
glistering jewels has bribed her to wink at all his 
faults, and she hears him as unmoved and unconcerned 
as if another were to marry him. 

What think you, have I not done fair for once, 

223 


would you wish a longer letter? See how kind I 
grow at parting ; who would not go into Ireland to 
have such another? In earnest now, go as soon as 
you can, ’twill be the better, I think, who am 
Your Fairurut FRriEnp. 
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LETTER TJ, 


Who would be kind to one that reproaches one so 
cruelly ? Do you think, in earnest, I could be satis- 
fied the world should think me a dissembler, full of 
avarice or ambition? No, you are mistaken ; but 
Pll tell you what I could suffer, that they should say 
I married where I had no inclination, because my 
friends thought it fit, rather than that I had run 
wilfully to my own ruin in pursuit of a fond passion 
of my own. ‘To marry for love were no reproachful 
thing if we did not see that, of ten thousand couples 
that do it, hardly one can be brought for an example 
that it may be done and not repented afterwards. 
Is there anything thought so indiscreet, or that makes 
one more contemptible? ’Tis true that I do firmly 
believe we should be, as you say, toujours les mémes ; 
but if (as you confess) ’tis that which hardly happens 
once in two ages, we are not to expect the world 
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should discern we were not like the rest. Tl tell 
you stories another time, you return them so hand- 
somely upon me. Well, the next Servant I tell you of 
shall not be called awhelp. If ’twere not to give you 
a stick to beat myself with, I would confess that I 
looked upon the impudence of this fellow asa punish- 
ment upon me for my over care in avoiding the talk 
of the world ; yet the case is very different, and no 
woman shall ever be blamed that an inconsiderable 
person pretends to her, when she gives no allowance 
to it, whereas none shall ’scape that owns a passion, 
though in return of a person’s much above her. The 
little tailor that loved Queen Elizabeth was suffered 
to talk on ’t, and none of her Council thought it 
necessary to stop his mouth; but the Queen of 
Sweden’s kind letter to the King of Scots was inter- 
cepted by her own ambassador, because he thought 
it was not for his mistress’s honour (at least that was 
his pretended reason), and thought justifiable enough. 
But to come to my beagle again. I have heard no 
more of him, though I have seen him since; we 
met at Wrest again. Ido not doubt but I shall be 
better able to resist his importunity than his tutor 
was ; but what do you think it is that gives him his 
encouragement ? He was told that I had thoughts of 
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marrying a gentleman that had not above two hundred 
pound a year, only out of a liking to his person. 
And upon that score his vanity allows him to think 
he may pretend as far as another. Thus you see ’tis 
not altogether without reason that I apprehend the 
noise of the world, since ’tis so much to my disad- 
vantage, 

Is it in earnest that you say your being there keeps 
me from the town? If so,’tisvery unkind. No, if I 
had gone, it had been to have waited on my neigh- 
bour, who has now altered her resolution and goes 
not herself. I have no business there, and am so 
little taken with the place that I could sit here seven 
year without so much as thinking once of going to 
it. ”Tis not likely, as you say, that you should much 
persuade your father to what you do not desire he 
should do ; but it is hard if all the testimonies of my 
kindness are not enough to satisfy, without my publish- 
ing to the world that I can forget my friends, and all 
my interest, to follow my passion. Though, perhaps, 
it will admit of a good sense, ’tis that which nobody 
but you or I will give it, and we that are concerned in 
’t can only say ’twas an act of great kindness, and some- 
thing “Romance,” but must confess it had nothing 
of prudence, discretion, nor sober counsel in ’t. "Tis 
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not that I expect, by all your father’s offers, to bring 
my friends toapprove it. I don’t deceive myself thus 
far, but I would not give them occasion to say that I 
hid myself from them in the doing it ; nor of making 
my action appear more indiscreet than it is. It will 
concern me that all the world should know what 
fortune you have, and upon what termsI marry you, 
that both may not be made to appear ten times 
worse than they are. ”Tis the general custom of all 
people to make those that are rich to have more 
mines of gold than are in the Indias, and such as 
have small fortunes to be beggars. If an action take 
a little in the world, it shall be magnified and brought 
into comparison with what the heroes or senators of 
Rome performed ; but on the contrary, if it be once 
condemned, nothing can be found ill enough to 
compare it with ; and people are in pain till they 
find out some extravagant expression to represent the 
folly on ’t. Only there is this difference, that as all 
are more forcibly inclined to ill than good, they are 
much apter to exceed in detraction than in praises. 
Have I not reason then to desire this from you ; and 
may not my friendship have deserved it? I know 
not; *tis as you think; but if I be denied it, you 
will teach me to consider myself. *Tis well the side 
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ended here. If I had not had occasion to stop there, 
I might have gone too far, and showed that I have 
more passions than one. Yet ’tis fit you should 
know all my faults, lest you should repent your 
bargain when ’twill not be in your power to release 
yourself ; besides, I may own my ill-humour to you 
that cause it; ’tis the discontents my crosses in 
this business has given me, makes me thus peevish. 
Though I say ’t myself, before I knew you I was 
thought as well an humoured young person as 
most in England; nothing displeased, nothing 
troubled me. When I came out of France, nobody 
knew me again, I was so altered. From a cheerful 
humour that was always alike, never over merry but 
always pleased, I was grown heavy and sullen, froward 
and discomposed ; and that country which usually 
gives people a jolliness and gaiety that is natural to 
the climate, had wrought in me so contrary effects 
that I was as new a thing to them as my clothes. If 
you find all this to be sad truth hereafter, remember, 
that I gave you fair warning. 

Here is a ring: it must not be at all wider than 
this, which is rather too big for me than otherwise ; 
but that is a good fault, and counted lucky by super- 
stitious people. I am not so, though: ’tis indifferent 
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to me whether there be any “‘ word” in ’t or not ; only 
’tis as well without, and will make my wearing it the 
less observed. You must give Nan leave to cut off a 
lock of your hair for me, too. Oh, my heart ! whata 
sigh was there! I will not tell you how many this 
journey causes; nor the fears and apprehensions I 
have for you. No, I long to be rid on you, am 
afraid you will not go soon enough: do not you 
believe this? No, my dearest, I know you do not, 
whate’er you say, you cannot doubt but I am 


Yours. 
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BETTER LT 


The lady was in the right. Your are a very 
pretty gentleman and a modest; were there ever 
such stories as these you tell? The best on ’t is, I 
believe none of them, unless it be that of my Lady 
Newport, which I must confess is so like her that 
if it be not true ’twas at least excellently fancied. 
But my Lord Rich is not caught, though he was near 
it. My Lady Devonshire, whose daughter his first 
wife was, has engaged my Lord War[wick] to put a 
stop to the business. Otherwise, I think his present 
want of fortune, and the little sense of honour he 
has, might have been prevailed on to marry her. 

*Tis strange to see the folly that possesses the 
young people of this age, and the liberty they take 
to themselves. I have the charity to believe they 
appear very much worse than they are, and that the 
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want of a Court to govern themselves by is in great 
part the cause of their ruin ; though that was no 
perfect school of virtue, yet Vice there wore her 
mask, and appeared so unlike herself that she gave no 
scandal. Such as were really as discreet as they seemed 
to be gave good example, and the eminency of their 
condition made others strive to imitate them, or at 
least they durst not own a contrary course. All who 
had good principles and inclinations were encouraged 
in them, and such as had neither were forced to put 
on a handsome disguise that they might not be out 
of countenance at themselves. Tis certain (what 
you say) that where divine or human laws are not 
positive we may be our own judges; nobody can 
hinder us, nor is it in itself to be blamed. But, sure, 
it is not safe to take all the liberty that is allowed us, 
—there are not many that are sober enough to be 
trusted with the government of themselves; and 
because others judge us with more severity than our 
indulgence to ourselves will permit, it must neces- 
sarily follow that ’tis safer being ruled by their 
opinion than by our own. I am disputing again, 
though you told me my fault so plainly. 

Pll give it over, and tell-you that Parthenissa is now 
my company. My brother sent it down, and I have 
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almost read it. ”Tis handsome language ; you would 
know it to be writ by a person of good quality 
though you were not told it; but, in the whole, I 
am not very much taken with it. All the stories 
have too near a resemblance with those of other 
romances, there is nothing new or surprenant in them ; 
the ladies are all so kind they make no sport, and I 
meet only with one that took me by doing a hand- 
some thing of the kind. She was in a besieged town, 
and persuaded all those of her sex to go out with her 
to the enemy (which were a barbarous people) and 
die by their swords, that the provision of the town 
might last the longer for such as were able to do 
service in defending it. But how angry was I to see 
him spoil this again by bringing out a letter this 
woman left behind her for the governor of the town, 
where she discovers a passion for him, and makes shat 
the reason why she did it. I confess I have no 
patience for our faiseurs de Romance when they make 
women court. It will never enter into my head 
that ’tis possible any woman can love where she is 
not first loved, and much less that if they should do 
that, they could have the face to own it. Methinks 
he that writes L’i//ustre Bassa says well in his epistle 
that we are not to imagine his hero to be less taking 
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than those of other romances because the ladies do 
not fall in love with him whether he will or not. 
’Twould be an injury to the ladies to suppose they 
could do so, and a greater to his hero’s civility if he 
should put him upon being cruel to them, since he 
was to love but one. Another fault I find, too, in 
the style—’tis affected. Ambitioned is a great word 
with him, and ignore ; my concern, or of great concern, 
is, it seems, properer than concernment: and though he 
makes his people say fine handsome things to one 
another, yet they are not easy and naive like the 
French, and there is a little harshness in most of the 
discourses that one would take to be the fault of a 
translator rather than of an author. But perhaps I 
like it the worse for having a piece of Cyrus by me 
that I am hugely pleased with, and that I would fain 
have you read: T’ll send it you. At least read one 
story that Pll mark you down, if you have time for 
nomore. I am glad you stay to wait on your sister. 
I would have my gallant civil to all, much more when 
it is so due, and kindness too. 

I have the cabinet, and ’tis in earnest a pretty 
one ; though you will not own it for a present, I'll 
keep it as one, and ’tis like to be yours no more but 
as *tis mine. IT’ll warrant you would ne’er have 
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thought of making me a present of charcoal as my 
servant James would have done, to warm my heart I 
think he meant it. But the truth is, I had been 
inquiring for some (as ’tis a commodity scarce enough 
in this country), and he hearing it told the Baily 
he would give him some if ’twere for me. But 
this is not all. I cannot forbear telling you that 
tv? other day he made me a visit, and I, to prevent his 
making discourses to me, made Mrs. Goldsmith and 
Jane sit by all the while. But he came better pro- 
vided than I could have imagined. He brought a 
letter with him, and gave it me as one that he had 
met with directed to me, he thought it came out of 
Northamptonshire. I was upon my guard, and sus- 
pecting all he said, examined him so strictly where he 
had it, before I would open it, that he was hugely 
confounded, and I confirmed that ’twas his. I laid it 
by and wished then they would have left us, that I 
might have taken notice on ’t to him. But I had 
forbid it them so strictly before, that they offered not 
to stir further than to look out at window, as not 
thinking there was any necessity of giving us their eyes 
as well as their ears; but he that saw himself dis- 
covered took that time to confess to me (in a whisper- 
ing voice that I could hardly hear myself) that the 
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letter (as my Lord Broghill says) was of great concern 
to him, and begged I would read it, and give him 
my answer. I took it up presently, as if I had meant 
it, but threw it, sealed as it was, into the fire, and 
told him (as softly as he had spoke to me) I thought 
that the quickest and best way of answering it. He 
sat awhile in great disorder, without speaking a word, 
and so ris and took his leave. Now what think you, 
shall I ever hear of him more ? 

You do not thank me for using your rival so 
scurvily, nor are not jealous of him, though your 
father thinks my intentions were not handsome to- 
wards you, which methinks is another argument that 
one is not to be one’s own judge; for I am very 
confident they were, and with his favour shall never 
believe otherwise. [I am sure I had no ends to serve 
of my own in what I did,—it could be no advantage 
to me that had firmly resolved never to marry ; but 
I thought it might be an injury to you, to keep you in 
expectation of what was never likely to be, as I appre- 
hended. Why do I enter into this wrangling dis- 
course ? Let your father think me what he pleases, 
if he ever comes to know me, the rest of my actions 
shall justify me in this ; if he does not, I’ll begin to 
practise upon him (what you have so often preached 
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to me) to neglect the report of the world, and satisfy 
myself in my own innocency. 

”T will be pleasinger to you, I am sure, to tell you 
how fond I am of your lock. Well, in earnest now, 
and setting aside all compliments, I never saw finer 
hair, nor of a better colour ; but cut no more on’t, I 
would not have it spoiled for the world. If you love 
me, be careful on ’t. I am combing, and curling, and 
kissing this lock all day, and dreaming on ’t all night. 
The ring, too, is very well, only a little of the biggest. 
Send me a tortoise-shell one to keep it on, that is a 
little less than that I sent for a pattern. I would 
not have the rule absolutely true without exception 
that hard hairs are ill-natured, for then I should be 
so. But I can allow that all soft hairs are good, and 
so are you, or I am deceived, as much as you are if 
you think I do not love you enough. Tell me, my 


dearest, am I? You will not be if you think I am 
Yours. 
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EID IPIOIER. IL JUE 


They say you gave order for this vast paper ; 
how do you think I should ever fill it, or with what ? 
I am not always in the humour to wrangle and dis- 
pute, For example now, I had rather agree to what 
you say, than tell you that Dr. Taylor (whose devotee 
you must know I am) says there is a great advantage 
to be gained in resigning up one’s will to the 
command of another, because the same action, which 
in itself is wholly indifferent if done upon our own 
choice, becomes an act of duty and religion if done 
in obedience to the command of any person whom 
Nature, the Laws, or ourselves have given a power over 
us ; so that though in an action already done we can 
only be our own judges, because we only know with 
what intentions it was done, yet in any we intend, 
’tis safest, sure, to take the advice of another. Let 
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me practise this towards you, as well as preach it to 
you, and [ll lay a wager you’ll approve on ’t. But 
I am clearly of your opinion that contentment (which 
the Spanish proverb says is “ the best paint”) gives the 
lustre to all one’s enjoyment, puts a beauty upon 
things which without it would have none, increases 
it extremely where ’tis already in some degree, and 
without it, all that we call happiness besides loses its 
property. What is contentment, must be left to 
every particular person to judge for themselves, since 
they only know what is so to them which differs in 
all according to their several humours. Only you and 
I agree ’tis to be found by us in a True Friend, a 
moderate fortune, and a retired life ; the last I thank 
God I have in perfection. My cell is almost finished, 
and when you come back you'll find me in it, and 
bring me both the rest, I hope. 

I find it much easier to talk of your coming back 
than your going. You shall never persuade me I 
send you this journey, No, pray let it be your 
father’s commands, or a necessity your fortune puts 
upon you. ”T'was unkindly said to tell meI banish you ; 
your heart never told it you, I dare swear ; nor mine 
ne’er thought it. No, my dear, this is, I hope, our 
last misfortune, let’s bear it nobly. Nothing shows 
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we deserve a punishment so much as our murmuring 
at it, and the way to lessen those we feel, and to 
’scape those we fear, is to suffer patiently what is im- 
posed, making a virtue of necessity. *Tis not that I 
have less kindness or more courage than you, but that 
mistrusting myself more (as I have more reason), I 
have armed myself all that is possible against this 
occasion. I have thought that there is not much 
difference between your being at Dublin or at 
London, as our affairs stand. You can write and hear 
from the first, and I should not see you sooner if you 
continued still at the last. 

Besides, I hope this journey will be of advantage to 
us ; when your father pressed your coming over, he 
told you you needed not doubt either his power or 
his will. Have I done anything since that deserves 
he should alter his intentions towards us? Or has 
any accident lessened his power? Ifneither, we may 
hope to be happy, and the sooner for this journey. I 
dare not send my boy to meet you at Brickhill, nor any 
other of the servants, they are all too talkative. But 
I can get Mr. Gibson, if you will, to bring you a 
letter. “Tis a civil, well-natured man as can be, of 
excellent principles and an exact honesty. I durst 
make him my confessor, though he is not obliged by his 
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orders to conceal anything that is told him. But you 
must tell me then which Brickhill ’tis you stop at, 
Little or Great ; they are neither of them far from us. 
If you stay there you ’Il write back by him, will you 
not, a long letter? I shall need it ; besides that, you 
owe it me for the last’s being so short. Would you saw 
what letters my brother writes me ; you are not half 
so kind. Well, he is always in the extremes ; since 
our last quarrel he has courted me more than ever he 
did in his life, and made me more presents, which, 
considering his humour, is as great a testimony of his 
kindness as ’twas of Mr. Smith’s to my Lady Sunder- 
land when he presented Mrs. Camilla. He sent me 
one this week which, in earnest, is as pretty a thing as 
I have seen, a China trunk, and the finest of the kind 
that e’er I saw. By the way (this puts me in mind 
on ’t), have you read the story of China written by a 
Portuguese, Fernando Mendez Pinto I think his 
name is? If you have not, take it with you, ’tis as 
diverting a book of the kind as ever I read, and is as 
handsomely written. You must allow him the 
privilege of a traveller, and he does not abuse it. 
His lies are as pleasant harmless ones as lies can be, 
and in no great number considering the scope he has 
for them. There is one in Dublin now, that ne’er 
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saw much further, has told me twice as many (I dare 
swear) of Ireland. If I should ever live to see that 
country and her in it, I should make excellent sport 
with them. ’Tis a sister of my Lady Grey’s, her 
name is Pooley ; her husband lives there too, but I 
am afraid in no very good condition. They were 
but poor, and she lived here with her sister when I 
knew her ; ’tis not half a year since she went, I 
think. If you hear of her, send me word how she 
makes a shift there. 

And hark you, can you tell whether the gentle- 
man that lost a crystal box the 15th of February in St. 
James’s Park, or Old Spring Garden, has found it again 
or not, I have a strange curiosity toknow? ‘Tell me, 
and [ll tell you something that you don’t know, which 
is, that I am your Valentine, and youare mine. I did 
not think of drawing any, but Mrs. Goldsmith and Jane 
would needs make me write some for them and myself; 
so | writ down our three names, and for men Mr, 
Fish, James B., and you. I cut them all equal and made 
them up myself before they saw them, and because I 
would owe it wholly to my good fortune if I were 
pleased, I made both them choose first, that had 
never seen what was in them, and they left me you. 
Then I made them choose again for theirs, and my 
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name was left. You cannot imagine how I was 
delighted with this little accident, but by taking 
notice that I cannot forbear telling you it. I was 
not half so pleased with my encounter next morning. 
I was up early, but with no design of getting another 
Valentine, and going out to walk in my night-cloak 
and night-gown I met Mr. Fish going a hunting—I 
think he was ; but he stayed to tell me I was his 
Valentine ; and I should not have been rid on him 
quickly, if he had not thought himself a little too 
negligé ; his hair was not powdered, and his clothes 
were but ordinary ; to say truth, he looked then me- 
thought like other mortal people. Yet he was as 
handsome as your Valentine. _‘I’1] swear you wanted 
one when you took her, and had very ill fortune that 
nobody met you before her. Oh, if I had not terrified 
my little gentleman when he brought me his own 
letter, how sure I had had him for my Valentine ! 
On my conscience, I shall follow your counsel if 
ere he comes again, but I am persuaded he will not. 
I writ my brother that story for want of something 
else, and he says I did very well. ‘There was no 
other way to be rid on him; makes a remark 
upon’t that I can be severe enough when I please, 
and wishes I would practise it somewhere else as well 
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as there? Can you tell where that is? I never 
understand anybody that does not speak plain English, 
and he never uses that to me of late, but tells me the 
finest stories (I may apply them how I please) of 
people that have married where they thonght there 
was great kindness, and how miserably they have 
found themselves deceived ; how despisable they have 
made themselves by it, and how sadly they have 
repented it. He reckons more inconveniencies than 
you do that follow good natures, says it makes one 
credulous, apt to be abused, betrays one to the 
cunning of people that make advantage on ’t, and a 
thousand such things, which I hear half asleep and 
half awake, and take little notice of, unless it be some- 
times to say that, with all these faults, I would not be 
without it. No, in earnest, nor I could not love any 
person that I thought had it not to a good degree. 
*Twas the first thing I liked in you, and without it 
I should ne’er have liked anything. I know ’tis 
counted simple, but I cannot imagine why. ’Tis 
true some people have it, that have not wit, but 
there are at least as many foolish people that have 
no good nature, and those are the persons I have ever 
observed to be fullest of tricks, little ugly plots and 
designs, unnecessary disguises and mean cunnings, 
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which are the basest qualities in the world, and makes 
one the most contemptible, I think ; where I once 
discover them they lose their credit with me for ever. 
Some will say they are cunning only in their own 
defence, and that there is no living in this world 
without it ; but I cannot understand how anything 
more is necessary to one’s own safety besides a 
prudent caution ; that I now think is, though I can 
remember when nobody could have persuaded me 
that anybody meant ill when it did not appear by 
their words and actions. I remember my mother (who, 
if it may be allowed me to say it) was counted as 
wise a woman as most in England,—when she seemed 
to distrust anybody, and saw I took notice on ’t, 
would ask if I did not think her too jealous and a 
little ill-natured. ‘‘ Come, I know you do,’ says 
she, ‘if you would confess it, and I cannot blame 
you. When I was young as you are, I thought my 
father-in-law (who was a wise man) the most 
unreasonably suspicious person that ever was ; and dis- 
liked him for it hugely, but I have lived to see that ’t 1s 
almost impossible to think people worse than they are, 
and so will you.” I did not believe her, and less, 
that I should have more to say than this paper 
would hold. It shall never be said I began another 
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at this time of night, though I have spe{nt] this idly, 
that should have told you with a little more circum- 
stance how perfectly I am 

Yours. 


LETTER LIT 


Tis well you have given over your reproaches ; I 
can allow you to tell me of my faults kindly and like 
a friend. Possibly it is a weakness in me to aim at 
the world’s esteem, as if I could not be happy without 
it ; but there are certain things that custom has made 
almost of absolute necessity, and reputation I take to 
be one of those. If one could be invisible I should 
choose that ; but since all people are seen and known, 
and shall be talked of in spite of their teeths, who is it 
that does not desire, at least, that nothing of ill may 
be said of them, whether justly or otherwise? I never 
knew any so satisfied with their own innocence as to 
be content the world should think them guilty. 
Some out of pride have seemed to contemn ill reports 
when they have found they could not avoid them, but 
none out of strength of reason, though many have 
pretended to it. No, not my Lady Newcastle with 
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all her philosophy, therefore you must not expect it 
from me. I shall never be ashamed to own that I 
have a particular value for you above any other, but 
’tis not the greatest merit of person will excuse a want 
of fortune ; in some degree I think it will, at least 
with the most rational part of the world, and, as far 
as that will reach, I desire it should. I would not 
have the world believe I married out of interest and 
to please my friends ; I had much rather they should 
know I chose the person, and took his fortune, because 
’twas necessary, and that I prefer a competency with 
one I esteem infinitely before a vast estate in other 
hands. ”Tis much easier, sure, to get a good fortune 
than a good husband ; but whosoever marries without 
any consideration of fortune shall never be allowed 
todo it out of so reasonable an apprehension ; the 
whole world (without any reserve) shall pronounce 
they did it merely to satisfy their giddy humour. 
Besides, though you imagine ’twere a great argu- 
ment of my kindness to consider nothing but you, in 
earnest I believe ’twould be an injury to you. I do 
not see that it puts any value upon men when women 
marry them for love (as they term it) ; ’tis not their 
merit, but our folly, that is always presumed to cause 
it ; and would it be any advantage to you to have your 
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wife thought an indiscreet person? All this I can say to 
you ; but when my brother disputes it with me I have 
other arguments for him, and I drove him up so close 
t’other night that, for want ofa better gap to get out at, 
he was fain to say that he feared as much your having 
a fortune as your having none, for he saw you 
held my Lord L—’s principles, that religion or honour 
were things you did not consider at all, and that 
he was confident you would take any engagement, 
serve in any employment, or do anything to advance 
yourself. I had no patience for this. ‘To say you 
were a beggar, your father not worth 4000 in the 
whole world, was nothing in comparison of having no 
religion norno honour. I forgot all my disguise, and 
we talked ourselves weary ; he renounced me again, and 
I defied him, but both in as civil language as it would 
permit, and parted in great anger with the usual 
ceremony of a Leg and a Courtesy, that you would 
have died with laughing to have seen us. 

The next day I, not being at dinner, saw him not 
till night ; then he came into my chamber, where I 
supped but he did not. Afterwards Mr. Gibson and 
he and I talked of indifferent things till all but we two 
went to bed. Then he sat half-an-hour and said not 
one word, nor I to him. At last, in a pitiful tone, 
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“Sister,” says he, “I have heard you say that when 
anything troubles you, of all things you apprehend 
going to bed, because there it increases upon you, and 
you lie at the mercy of all your sad thoughts, which 
the silence and darkness of the night adds a horror to. 
I am at that pass now ; I vow to God I would not 
endure another night like the last to gain a crown.” 
I, who resolved to take no notice what ailed him, said 
’twas a knowledge I had raised from my spleen only, 
and so fell into a discourse of melancholy and the causes, 
and from that (I know not how) into religion ; and we 
talked so long of it, and so devoutly, that it laid all 
our anger. We grew to a calm and peace with all 
the world ; two hermits conversing in a cell they 
equally inhabit, never expressed more humble, chari- 
table kindness, one towards another, than we. He 
asked my pardon, and I his, and he has promised me 
never to speak of it to me whilst he lives, but leave 
the event to God Almighty ; and till he sees it done, 
he will be always the same to me that he is ; then he 
shall leave me, he says, not out of want of kindness to 
me, but because he cannot see the ruin of a person 
that he loves so passionately, and in whose happiness 
he had laid up all his. These are the terms we are at, 
and I am confident he will keep his word with me, 
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so that you have no reason to fear him in any respect ; 
for though he should break his promise, he should 
never make me break mine. No, let me assure you, 
this rival, nor any other, shall ever alter me, therefore 
spare your jealousy, or turn it all into kindness. 

I will write every week, and no miss of letters shall 
give us any doubts of one another. Time nor acci- 
dents shall not prevail upon our hearts, and, if God 
Almighty please to bless us, we will meet the same we 
are, or happier. I will do all you bid me. I will 
pray, and wish, and hope, but you must do so too, 
then, and be so careful of yourself that I may have 
nothing to reproach you with when you come back. 

That vile wench lets you see all my scribbles, I 
believe ; how do you know I took care your hair 
should not be spoiled ? ”Tis more than e’er you did, 
I think, you are so negligent on’t, and keep it so ill, 
’tis pity you should have it. May you have better 
luck in the cutting it than I had with mine. I cut 
it two or three years agone, and it never grew since. 
Look to it; if I keep the lock you give me better 
than you do all the rest, I shall not spare you ; expect 
to be soundly chidden. What do you mean to do 
with all my letters? Leave them behind you? If 
you do, it must be in safe hands, some of them con- 
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cern you, and me, and other people besides us very 
much, and they will almost load a horse to carry. 

Does not my cousins at M[oor] P[ark] mistrust us 
alittle? I have a great belief they do. I’m sure 
Robin C. told my brother of it since I was last 
in town. Of all things, I admire my cousin Moll 
has not got it by the end, he that frequents that family 
so much, and is at this instant at Kimbolton. If he 
has, and conceals it, he is very discreet ; I could never 
discern by anything that he knew it. I shall endeavour 
to accustom myself to the noise on ’t, and make it as 
easy to me as I can, though I had much rather it were 
not talked of till there were an absolute necessity of 
discovering it, and you can oblige me in nothing more 
than in concealing it. I take it very kindly that you 
promise to use all your interest in your f[ather] to 
persuade him to endeavour our happiness, and he 
appears so confident of his power that it gives me great 
hopes. 

Dear, shall we ever be so happy, think you? Ah! 
I dare not hope it. Yet ’tis not want of love gives 
me these fears. No, in earnest, I think (nay, I am 
sure) I love you more than ever, and ’tis that only 
gives me these despairing thoughts ; when I consider 
how small a proportion of happiness is allowed in this 
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world, and how great mine would be in a person for 
whom I have a passionate kindness, and who has the 
same for me. As it is infinitely above what I can 
deserve, and more than God Almighty usually allots 
to the best people, I can find nothing in reason but 
seems to be against me ; and, methinks, ’tis as vain in 
me to expect it as ’twould be to hope I might be a 
queen (if that were really as desirable a thing as ’tis 
thought to be) ; and it is just it should be so. 

We complain of this world, and the variety of 
crosses and afflictions it abounds in, and yet for all 
this who is weary on’t (more than in discourse), who 
thinks with pleasure of leaving it, or preparing for the 
next? We see old folks, that have outlived all the 
comforts of life, desire to continue it, and nothing 
can wean us from the folly of preferring a mortal 
being, subject to great infirmity and unavoidable de- 
cays, before an immortal one, and all the glories that 
are promised with it. Is not this very like preaching ? 
Well, ’tis too good for you ; you shall have no more 
on’t. Iam afraid you are not mortified enough for 
such discourses to work upon (though I am not of my 
brother’s opinion, neither, that you have no religion in 
you). In earnest, I never took anything he ever said 
half so ill, as nothing, sure, is so great an injury. It 
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must suppose one to be a devil inhuman shape. Oh, 
me ! now I am speaking of religion, let me ask you, is 
not his name Bagshaw that you say rails on love and 
women? Because I heard one t’other day speaking of 
him, and commending his wit, but withal, said he was 
a perfect atheist. If so, I can allow him to hate us, 
and Love, which, sure, has something of divine in it, 
since God requires it of us. J am coming into my 
preaching vein again. What think you, were it not 
a good way of preferment, as the times are? If you 
advise me to it [’ll venture. The woman at Somer- 
set House was cried up mightily. Think on’t. 
Dear, I am 


Yours. 


iS) 
al 
a 


BETTER LILY 


You bid me write every week, and I am doing it 
without considering how it will come to you. Let 
Nan look to that, with whom, I suppose, you have left 
the orders of conveyance. I have your last letter ; but 
Jane, to whom you refer me, is not yet come down. 
On Tuesday I expect her ; and if she be not engaged, 
I shall give her no cause hereafter to believe that she 
is a burthen to me, though I have no employment for 
her but that of talking to me, when I am in the humour 
of saying nothing. Your dog is come too, and I have 
received him with all the kindness that is due to any- 
thing you send. I have defended him from the envy 
and malice of a troop of greyhounds that used to be in 
favour with me ; and he is so sensible of my care over 
him, that he is pleased with nobody else, and follows 
me as if we had been of long acquaintance. Tis well 
you are gone past my recovery. My heart has failed 
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me twenty times since you went, and, had you been 
within my call, I had brought you back as often, 
though I know thirty miles’ distance and three 
hundred are the same thing. You will be so kind, I 
am sure, as to write back by the coach and tell me 
what the success of your journey so farhas been. After 
that, I expect no more (unless you stay for a wind) till 
you arrive at Dublin. I pity your sister in earnest ; 
a sea voyage is welcome to no lady ; but you are 
beaten to it, and twill become you, now you are a 
conductor, to show your valour and keep your com- 
pany in heart. When do you think of coming back 
again? I am asking that before you are at your 
journey’s end. You will not take it ill that I desire 
it should be soon. In the meantime, [’ll practise all 
the rules you give me. Who told you I go to bed 
late? In earnest, they do me wrong: I have been 
faulty in that point heretofore, I confess, but ’tis a good 
while since I gave it over with my reading o’ nights ; 
but in the daytime I cannot live without it, and ’tis 
all my diversion, and infinitely more pleasing to me 
than any company but yours. And yet I am not 
given to it in any excess now ; I have been very much 
more. ’Tis Jane, I know, tells all these tales of me. 
I shall be even with her some time or other, but for 


256 


the present I long for her with some impatience, that 
she may tell me all you have told her. 

Never trust me if I had not a suspicion from the 
first that ’twas that ill-looked fellow B. who made 
that story Mr. D. told you. That which gave me 
the first inclination to that belief was the circum- 
stance you told me of their seeing me at St. Gregory’s. 
For I remembered to have seen B. there, and had 
occasion to look up into the gallery where he sat, to 
answer a very civil salute given me from thence by 
Mr. Freeman, and saw B. in a great whisper with 
another that sat next him, and pointing to me. If 
Mr. D. had not been so nice in discovering his 
name, you would quickly have been cured of your 
jealousy. Never believe I havea Servant that I do not 
tell you of, as soon as I know it myself. As, for ex- 
ample now, my b[rother] P[eyton] has sent to me, for a 
countryman of his, Sir John Tufton,—he married one 
of my Lady Wotton’s daughters and heirs, who is 
lately dead,—and to invite me to think of it, besides 
his person and his fortune, without exception, he tells 
me what an excellent husband he was to this lady 
that’s dead, who was but a crooked, ill-favoured woman, 
only she brought him 1500f a year. I tell him I 
believe Sir J[ohn] T[ufton] could be content I were 
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so too, upon the same terms, but his loving his first wife 
can be no argument to persuade me ; for if he loved 
her as he ought to do, I cannot hope he should love 
another so well as I expect anybody should that has 
me ; and if he did not love her, I have less to expect 
he should me. I do not care for a divided heart ; I 
must have all or none, at least the first place in it. 
Poor James, I have broke his, he says ; ’twould pity 
you to hear what sad complaints he makes ; and, but 
that he has not the heart to hang himself, he could 
be very well contented to be out of the world. 

I have read your “ wife’s” letter, and by it find 
she has a great deal of wit, though I do not think 
the manner of her writing very exact. ‘There are 
many pretty things shuflled together, which would 
do better spoken than in a letter, notwithstanding 
the received opinion that people ought to write as 
they speak (which in some sense I think is true). She 
says you used to say you loved long letters, which 
being spoken without any limitation or qualification 
was, in her opinion, a great error ; and says she 
intends your conversion by this long one of hers, and 
your mortification too, which is proper this Lent ; 
asks you if Mrs, Kempston, and all her messengers 
were ever half so troublesome, and whether you do 
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not think it fit to come to composition with her. 
But yet, that you should not think she does this 
merely to torment you, you are to know that her 
sister and your cousin Jenny have urged her often to 
write to you—as not thinking it so fit for them to 
do it themselves, one being a widow and t’other a 
maid—to reproach your neglect of them; talks some- 
thing of the little credit she gives to the report of 
Mrs. Brookes’ and Mrs. Mildmay’s reconciliation to 
their husbands ; asks you earnestly whether you were 
at Mrs. Mildmay’s lodging or not, and whether ’tis 
likely she should ever see the famous beauty you told 
her of. This is all ; now, whether anything of this 
be of concernment you can only tell. 

That house of your cousin R. is fatal to physi- 
cians. Dr. Smith that took it is dead already ; but 
maybe this was before you went, and so is no news to 
you. I shall be sending you all I hear ; which, though 
it cannot be much, living as I do, yet it may be more 
than ventures into Ireland. I would have you diver- 
ted, whilst you are there, as much as is possible ; but 
not enough to tempt you to stay one minute longer 
than your father and your business obliges you. Alas! 
I have already repented all my share in your journey, 
and begin to find I am not half so valiant as I some- 
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times take myself to be. The knowledge that our 
interests are the same, and that I shall be happy or 
unfortunate in your person as much or more than in 
my own, does not give me that confidence you speak 
of. It rather increases my doubts, and I durst trust 
your fortune alone, rather than now that mine is 
joined with it. YetI will hope yours may be so good 
as to overcome the ill of mine, and shall endeavour to 
mend my own all I can, by striving to deserve it may 
be better. My dearest, will you pardon me that I 
am forced to leave you so soon? ‘The next shall be 
longer, though I can never be more than I am 
Yours. 


For your Master 
when your Mistress pleases. (=) 
What makes that last [between] us? 
All else is but address. 
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LETTER LV 


March the 18th, 1653[4]. 
How true it is that a misfortune never comes 
single ; we live in expectation of some one happiness 
that we propose to ourselves, an age almost, and 
perhaps miss it at the last; but sad accidents have 
wings to overtake us, and come in flocks like ill-boding 
ravens. You were no sooner gone but (as if that had 
not been enough) I lost the best father in the world ; 
and though, as to himself, it was an infinite mercy in 
God Almighty to take him out of a world that can be 
pleasing to none, and was made more uneasy to him 
by many infirmities that were upon him, yet to me it 
is an affliction much greater than people judge it. 
Besides all that is due to nature and the memory of 
many (more than ordinary) kindnesses received from 
him, besides what he was to all that knew him, and 
what he was to me in particular, I am left by his 
death in the condition which (of all others) is the 
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most insupportable to my nature, to depend upon 
kindred that are not friends, and that, though I pay as 
much as I should do to a stranger, yet think they do 
me acourtesy. I expect my eldest b[rother] to-day ; if 
he comes I shall be able to tell you before I seal up this 
where you are likely to find me. If he offers me 
to stay here, this hole will be more agreeable to my 
humour than any place that is more in the world. I 
take it kindly that you used arts to conceal our story 
and satisfy my nice apprehensions, but [ll not impose 
that constraint upon you any longer, for I find my 
kind b[rother] publishes it with more earnestness than 
ever I strove to conceal it ; and with more disadvan- 
tage than anybody else would. Now he has tried all 
ways to what he desires, and finds it is in vain, he 
resolves to revenge himself upon me, by representing 
this action in such colours as will amaze all people 
that know me, and do not know him enough to dis- 
cern his malice to me; he is not able to forbear 
showing it now, when my condition deserves pity 
from all the world, I think, and that he himself has 
newly lost a father, as well as I ; but takes this time 
to torment me, which appears (at least to me) so 
barbarous a cruelty, that though I thank God I have 
charity enough perfectly to forgive all the injuries he 
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can do me, yet I am afraid I shall never look upon 
him as a brother more. And now do you judge 
whether Iam not very unhappy, and whether that 
sadness in my face you used to complain of was not 
suited to my fortune. You must confess it ; and that 
my kindness for you is beyond example, all these 
troubles and persecutions that make me weary of the 
world before my time, cannot lessen the concernment 
I have for you, and instead of being persuaded (as they 
would have me) by their malicious stories, methinks I 
am obliged to love you more, in recompense of all 
the injuries they have done you upon my score. I 
shall need nothing but my own heart to fortify me in 
this resolution, and desire nothing in return of it but 
that your care of yourself may answer that which I 
shall always have for your interests. 

I received your letter of the roth of this month ; 
and I hope this will find you at your journey’s end. 
In earnest, I have pitied your sister extremely, and 
can easily apprehend how troublesome this voyage 
must needs be to her, by knowing what others have 
been to me; yet, pray assure her I would not scruple 
at undertaking it myself to gain such an acquaintance, 
and would go much farther, than where (I hope) she 
now is, to serve her. I am afraid she will not think 
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mea fit person to choose for a friend, that cannot 
agree with my own brother ; but I must trust you to 
tell my story for me, and will hope for a better 
character from you than he gives me; who, lest I 
should complain, resolves to prevent me, and possess 
my friends first that he is the injured party. I never 
magnified my patience to you, but I begin to have a 
good opinion on ’t since this trial ; yet, perhaps, I 
have no reason, and it may be as well a want of sense 
in me, as of passion ; however, you will not be dis- 
pleased to know that I can endure all that he or any- 
body else can say, and that setting aside my father’s 
death and your absence, I make nothing an affliction 
to me, though I am sorry, I confess, to see myself 
forced to keep such distances with one of his relations, 
because religion and nature and the custom of the 
world teaches otherwise. I see I shall not be able to 
satisfy you in this how I shall dispose of myself, for 
my brother is not come ; the next will certainly tell 
you. In the meantime, I expect with great im- 
patience to hear of your safe arrival. ”T'was a dis- 
appointment that you missed those fair winds. I 
pleased myself extremely with a belief that they had 
made your voyage rather a diversion than a trouble, 
either to you or your company, but I hope your 
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passage was as happy, if not as sudden, as you expected 
it; let me hear often from you, and long letters. I 
do not count this so. Have no apprehensions for 
me, but all the care of yourself that you please. My 
melancholy has no danger in ’t ; andI believe the 
accidents of my life would work more upon any other 
than they do upon me, whose humour is alway more 
prepared for them than that of gayer persons. I hear 
nothing that is worth your knowing ; when I do, 
you shall have it. ‘Tell me if there be anything I can 


do for you, and assure yourself I am perfectly 
Yours, 


265 


JEG RIIEINS shit 


April the 2nd, 1654. 

There was never anybody more surprised than I 
was with your last. I read it so coldly, and was so 
troubled to find that you were no forwarder on your 
journey ; but when I came to the last and saw 
Dublin at the date, I could scarce believe my eyes. 
In earnest, it transported me so that I could not 
forbear expressing my joy in such a manner as—had 
anybody been by to have observed me—they would 
have suspected me no very sober person. 

You are safe arrived, you say, and pleased with the 
place already, only because you meet with a letter of 
mine there. In your next, I expect some other 
commendations on ’t, or else I shall hardly make such 
haste to it as people here believe I will. 

All the servants have been to take their leaves on 
me, and say how sorry they are to hear I am going 
out of the land ; some beggars at the door has made 
so ill a report of Ireland to them that they pity me 
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extremely, but you are pleased, I hope, to hear I am 
coming to you ; the next fair wind expect me. ”Tis 
not to be imagined the ridiculous stories they have 
made, nor how J. B. cries out on me for refusing 
him, and choosing his chamber-fellow ; yet he pities 
me too, and swears I am condemned to be the 
miserablest person upon earth. With all his quarrel 
to me, he does not wish me so ill as to be married to 
the proudest, imperious, insulting, ill-natured man 
that ever was ; one that before he has had me a week 
shall use me with contempt, and believe that the 
favour was of his side. Is not this very comfortable ? 
But, pray, make it no quarrel ; I make it none, I can 
assure you. And though he knew you before I did, I 
do not think he knows you so well ; besides that his 
testimony is not of much value. 

I am to spend this next week in taking leave of 
this country, and all the company in ’t, perhaps never 
to see it more. From hence I must go into North- 
amptonshire to my Lady R[uthin], and so to London, 
where I shall find my aunt and my b{rother] Peyton], 
betwixt whom I think to divide this summer. 

Nothing has happened since you went worth your 
knowledge. My Lord Marquis Hertford has lost his 
eldest son, my Lord Beauchamp, who has left a fine 
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young widow. In earnest, ’tis great pity ; at the 
rate of our young nobility he was an extraordinary 
person, and remarkable for an excellent husband. My 
Lord Cambden has fought, too, with Mr. Stafford, 
but there’s no harm done. You may discern the 
haste I am in by my writing. There will come a 
time for long letters again, but there will never come 
any wherein I shall not be 


Yours, 


For Mr. William Temple, 
at Sir John Temple’s house 
in Damask Street, 


Dublin. 
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Letter of Sir William Temple. 


. . . This is no artificial humility, no, I am past 
all that with you; I know well enough that I am as 
other people are, but at that rate that, (methinks), 
the world goes, I can see nothing in it to put a value 
upon besides you; and believe me, whatever you have 
brought me to, and how you have done it, I know 
not, but I was never intended for that fond thing 
which people term a “lover.” J am called upon for 
my letter, but must have leave first to remember 
you of yours. For God sake write constantly 
while I am here, or Iam undone past all recovery. 
I have lived upon them ever since I came, but 
had thrived much better had they been longer. 
Unless you use to give me better measure, I shall 
not be in case to undertake a journey into England. 
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The despair I was in upon the not hearing from 
you last week, and the belief that all my letters 
were miscarried (by some treachery among my good 
friends who, I am sorry, have the name of yours), 
made me press my father by all means imaginable to 
give me leave to go presently, if I heard not from you 
this post. But he would never yield to that, because, 
he said, upon your silence he should suspect all was 
not likely to be well between us, and then he was 
sure I should not be in condition to be alone. He 
remembered too well the letters I writ upon our last 
unhappy differences, and would not trust me from 
him in such another occasion. But, withal, he told 
me he would never give me occasion of any discon- 
tents which he could remedy ; that if you desired my 
coming over, and I could not be content without, he 
would not hinder me, though he very much desired 
my company a month or two longer, and that in that 
time ’twas very likely I might have his. 

Well, now, in very good earnest, do you think ’tis 
time forme to come or no? Would you be very 
glad to see me there, and could you do it in less 
disorder, and with less surprise, than you did at 
Chficksands] ? 

IT ask you these questions very seriously ; but yet 
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how willingly would I venture all. to be with you. I 
know you love me still; you promised it me, and 
that’s all the security I can have for all the good 
I am ever like to have in this world. Tis that 
which makes all things else seem nothing to it, so 
high it sets me ; and so high, indeed, that should I 
ever fall ’twould dash me all to pieces. Methinks 
your very charity should make you love me more 
now than ever, by seeing me so much more unhappy 
than I used, by being so much farther from you, for 
that is all the measure can be taken of my good or ill 
condition. Justice, I am sure, will oblige you to it, 
since you have no other means left in the world of 
rewarding such a passion as mine, which, sure, is of a 
much richer value than anything in the world be- 
sides. Should you save my life again, should you 
make me absolute master of your fortune and your 
person too, yet, if you loved me not, I should accept 
none of all this in any part of payment, but look 
upon you as one behindhand with me still. ’Tis 
no vanity this, but a true sense of how pure and 
how refined a nature my passion is, which none 
can ever know except my own heart, unless you find 
it out by being there. 

How hard ’tis to think of ending when I am 
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writing to you ; but it must be so, and I must ever 
be subject to other people’s occasions, and so never, I 
think, master of my own. This is too true, both in 
respect of this fellow’s post that is bawling at me for 
my letter, and of my father’s delays. They kill me ; 
but patience,—would anybody but I be here! Yet 
you may command me over at one minute’s warning. 
Had I not heard from you by this last, in earnest 
I had resolved to have gone with this, and given 
my f[ather] the slip for all his caution. He tells 
me still of a little time ; but, alas! who knows not 
what mischances and how great changes have often 
happened in a little time ? 

For God sake let me know of all your motions, 
when and where I may hope to see you. Let us 
but scape this cloud, this absence that has overcast all 
my contentments, and I am confident there’s a clear 
sky attends us. My dearest dear, adieu. I am 

Yours. 


Pray, where is your lodging’? Have a care of all 
the despatch and security that can be in our intelli- 
gence. Remember to my Fellow-Servant ; sure, by 
the next I shall write some learned epistle to her, I 
have been so long about it. 

May 18th, 1654. 
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LETTER LVIIT 


This world is composed of nothing but contra- 
rieties and sudden accidents, only the proportions are 
not at all equal; for to a great measure of trouble it 
allows so small a quantity of joy, that one may see ’tis 
merely intended to keep us alive withal. This is a 
formal preface, and looks as if there were something 
of very useful to follow ; but I would not wish you 
to expect it. I was only considering my own ill- 
humour last night, I had not heard from you in a 
week and more, my b[rother] had been with me, and we 
had talked ourselves both out of breath and patience 
too, I was not very well, and ris this morning only 
because I was weary of lying in bed. When I had 
dined I took a coach and went to see whether there 
was ever a letter for me, and was this once so lucky as 
to find one. Iam not partial to myself I know, and 
am contented that the pleasure I have received with 
this, shall serve to sweeten many sad thoughts that 
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has interposed since your last, and more that I may 
reasonably expect before I have another ; and I think 
I may (without vanity) say, that nobody is more 
sensible of the least good fortune nor murmurs less at 
any ill than I do, since I owe it merely to custom and 
not to any constancy in my humour, or something 
that is better. No, in earnest, anything of good comes 
to me like the sun to the inhabitants of Greenland, it 
raises them to life when they see it, and when they 
miss it, it is not strange they expect a night of halfa 
year long. 

You cannot imagine how kindly I take it that you 
forgive my b[rother], and let me assure you I shall 
never press you to anything unreasonable. I will not 
oblige you to court a person that has injured you. I 
only beg that whatsoever he does ill in that kind may be 
excused by his relation to me, and that whensoever you 
are moved to think he does you wrong, you will 
at the same time remember his sister loves you 
passionately and nobly ; that if he values nothing but 
fortune, she despises it, and could love you as much a 
beggar, as she could do a prince ; and shall without 
question love you eternally, but whether with any 
satisfaction to herself or you isa saddoubt. I am not 
apt to hope, and whether it be the better or the 
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worse I know not. All sorts of diffidences are natural 
to me, and that, which (if your kindness would give 
you leave) you would term a weakness in me, is 
nothing but a reasonable distrust of my own judg- 
ment, which makes me desire the approbation of my 
friends. I never had the confidence in my life to 
presume anything well done, that I had nobody’s 
opinion in but my own ; and as you very well observe, 
there are so many that think themselves wise, when 
nothing equals their folly but their pride, that I dread 
nothing so much as discovering such a thought in 
myself, because of the consequences of it. 
Whensoever you come you need not doubt your 
welcome, but I can promise you nothing for the man- 
ner on’t. Iam afraid my surprise and disorder will 
be more than ever. I have good reasons to think so, 
and none that you can take ill. But I would not 
have you attempt it till your f[ather] is ready for the 
journey too. No, really he deserves that all your 
occasions should wait on his; and if you have not 
much more than an ordinary obedience for him, I shall 
never believe you have more than an ordinary kind- 
ness for me ; since (if you will pardon me the com- 
parison) I believe we both merit it from you upon 
the same score, he as a very indulgent father, and I as 
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a very kind mistress. Don’t laugh at me for com- 
mending myself, you will never do it for me, and so 
I am forced to it. 

I am still here in town, but had no hand, I can 
assure you, in the new discovered plot against the 
Protector. But my Lord of Dorchester, they say, has, 
and so might I have had if I were as rich as he, and 
then you might have been sure on me at the Tower ! 
Now a worse lodging must serve my turn; “tis 
over against Salisbury House, where I have the 
honour of seeing my Lady M 


Sandis every day 
unless some race or other carry her out of town. 
The last week she went to one as far as Winchester 
with Col. Paunton (if you know such a one), and 
there her husband met her, and because he did so 
(though it were by accident) thought himself 
obliged to invite her to his house but seven miles off, 
and very modestly said no more for it, but that he 
thought it better than an Inn, or at least a crowded 
one, as all in the town were now because of the race. 
But she was so good a companion that she would not 
forsake her company. So he invited them too, but 
could prevail with neither. Only my Lady grew 
kind at parting and said, indeed, if Tom Paunton and 
J. Morton and the rest would have gone, she could 
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have been contented to have taken his offer. Thus 
much for the married people, now for those that are 
towards it. 

There is Mr. Stanley and Mrs. Witherington ; Sir 
H Littleton and Mrs. Philadelphia Carey, who in 


earnest is a fine woman, such a one as will make an 


excellent wife ; and some say my Lord Rich and my 
Lady Betty Howard, but others (that pretend to know 
more) say that his court to her is but to countenance a 
more serious one, to Mrs. Howard, her sister-in-law, he 
not having the courage to pretend so openly (as some 
do) to another’s wife. Oh, but your old acquaint- 
ance, poor Mr. Heningham, has no luck! He was 
so near (as he thought, at least) marrying Mrs. Gerard 
that anybody might have got his whole estate in 
wagers upon ’t that would have ventured but a reason- 
able proportion of their own. And now he looks 
more like an ass than ever he did. She has cast him 
off most unhandsomely, that’s the truth on ’t, and 
would have tied him to such conditions as he might 
have been her slave with, but could never be her 
husband. Is not this a great deal of news for me 
that never stir abroad? Nay, I had brought me to- 
day more than all this: that I am marrying myself ! 
And the pleasantness on ’t is that it should be to my 
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Lord St. John. Would he look of me, think you, 
that had pretty Mrs. Fretcheville ? My comfort is, I 
have not seen him since he was a widower, and never 
spoke to him in my life. I found myself so innocent 
that I never blushed when they told it me. What 
would I give I could avoid it when people speak of 
you? In earnest, I do prepare myself all that is 
possible to hear it spoken of, and yet for my life I cannot 
hear your name without discovering that I am more 
than ordinarily concerned in ’t. A blush is the 
foolishest thing that can be, and betrays one more 
than a red nose does a drunkard ; and yet I would 
not so wholly have lost them as some women that I 
know has, as much injury as they do me. 

I can assure you now that I shall be here a fort- 
night longer (they tell me no lodger, upon pain of his 
Highness’s displeasure, must remove sooner) ; but 
when I may have his leave I go into Suffolk for a month, 
and then come hither again to go into Kent, where I 
intend to bury myself alive again as I did in Bedford- 
shire, unless you call me out and tell me I may be 
happy. Alas! how fain I would hope it, but I can- 
not, and should it ever happen, ’twould be long 
before I should believe ’twas meant to me in earnest, 
or that twas other than a dream. ‘To say truth, I 
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do not love to think on ’t, I find so many things to 
fear and so few to hope. 

Tis better telling you that [ will send my letters 
where you direct, that they shall be as long ones as 
possibly my time will permit, and when at any time 
you miss of one, I give you leave to imagine as many 
kind things as you please, and to believe I mean 
them all to you. 

Farewell. 


May the 25th. 
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DETERS ee 


I see you know how to punish me. In earnest, I 
was so frighted with your short letter as you cannot 
ee 
What is it your father ails, and how long has he been 


imagine, and as much troubled at the cause on ” 


ill? If my prayers are heard, he will not be so long. 
Why do you say I failed you? Indeed, I did not. 
Jane is my witness. She carried my letter to the 
White Hart, by St. James’s, and ’twas a very long one 
too, I carried one thither since, myself, and the 
woman of the house was so very angry, because I 
desired her to have a care on ’t, that I made the 
coachman drive away with all possible speed, lest she 
should have beaten me. ‘To say truth, I pressed her 
too much, considering how little the letter deserved 
it. ”T'was writ in such disorder, the company prat- 
ing about me, and some of them so bent on doing me 
little mischiefs, that 1 knew not what I did, and 
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believe it was the most senseless, disjointed thing that 
ever was read. 

I remember now that I writ Robin Spencer in- 
stead of Will. ”Tis he that has married Mrs. Gerard 
and I admire their courages. She will have eight 
hundred pound a year, ’tis true, after her mother, 
but how they will live till then I cannot imagine. 
I shall be even with you for your short letter. 
I'll swear they will not allow me time for any- 
thing, and to show how absolutely I am governed 
I need but tell you that I am every night in the Park 
and at New Spring Garden, where, though I come 
with a mask, I cannot escape being known, nor my 
conversion being admired. Are not you in some fear 
what will become on me? ‘These are dangerous 
courses. I do not find, though, that they have 
altered me yet. I am much the same person I was at 
least in being 

Yours. 


Fune the 6th, 1654. 
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JESS SEI Te LA 


You have satisfied me very much with this last 
long letter, and made some amends for the short one 
I received before. Iam convinced, too, that happiness 
is much such a kind of thing as you describe, or rather 
such a nothing. For there is no one thing can 
properly be called so, but every one is left to create 
it to themselves in something which they either have 
or would have; and so far it’s well enough. But 
I do not like that one’s happiness should depend 
upon a persuasion that this is happiness, because no- 
body knows how long they shall continue in a belief 
built upon no grounds, only to bring it to what you 
say, and to make it absolutely of the same nature with 
faith. We must conclude that nobody can either 
create or continue such a belief in themselves ; but, 
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where it is, there is happiness. And for my part at 
this present, I verily believe I could find it in the 
Long Walk at Du[blin]. 

You say nothing of your father’s sickness, there- 
fore I will hope he is well again ; for though I have a 
quarrel to him, it does not extend so far as to wish 
him ill. But he made no good return for the counsel 
I gave you, to say that there might come a time when 
my kindness might fail. Do not believe him, I 
charge you, unless you doubt yourself that you may 
give me occasion to change ; and when he tells you so 
again, engage what you please upon’t, and put it upon 
my account. I shall go out of town this week, and 
so cannot possibly get a picture drawn for you till I 
come up again, which will be within these six weeks, 
but not to make any stay at all. I should be glad to 
find you here then. I would have had one drawn 
since I came, and consulted my glass every morning 
when to begin ; and to speak freely to you that are 
my friend, I could never find my face in a condition 
to admit on ’t, and when I was not satisfied with it 
myself, I had no reason to hope that anybody else 
should. But I am afraid, as you say, that time will 
not mend it, and therefore you shall have it, as it is, as 
soon as Mr. Cooper will vouchsafe to take the pains 
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to draw it for you. I have made him twenty curtsies, 
and promised him 15 £ to persuade him. 

Iam in great trouble to think how I shall write 
out of Suffolk to you, or receive yours. However, do 
not fail to write, though they lie awhile. I shall 
have them at last, and they will not be the less 
welcome ; and, though you should miss of some of 
mine, let it not trouble you; but if it be by my 
fault, I'll give you leave to demand satisfaction for it 
when you come. Jane kisses your hands, and says 
she will be ready in all places to do you service ; but 
I'll prevent her, now you have put me into a jealous 
humour. I'll keep her in chains before she shall quit 
scores with me. Do not believe, sir, I beseech you, 
that the young heirs are for you ; content yourself 
with your old mistress. You are not so handsome as 
Will Spencer, nor I have not so much courage nor 
wealth as his mistress, nor she has not so much, as her 
aunt says, by all the money—lI should not have called 
her his mistress now, they have been married almost 
this fortnight. 

I'll write again before I leave the town, and should 
have writ more now, but company is come in. 
Adieu, my dearest. 

Fune the 13th. 
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I promised in my last to write again before I went 
out of town, and now I'll be as good as my word. 
They are all gone this morning, and have left me 
much more at liberty than I have been of late, there- 
fore I believe this will be a long letter ; perhaps too 
long, at least if my letters are as little entertaining as 
my company is. I was carried yesterday abroad to a 
dinner that was designed for mirth, but it seems one 
ill-humoured person in the company is enough to 
put all the rest out of tune ; for I never saw people 
perform what they intended worse, and could not 
forbear telling them so: but to excuse themselves, 
and silence my reproaches, they all agreed to say that 
I spoiled their jollity by wearing the most unseason- 
able looks that could be put on for such an occasion. 
I told them I knew no remedy but leaving me 
behind next time, and could have told them that my 
looks were suitable to my fortune, though not to a 
feast. Fye! I am got into my complaining humour, 
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that tires myself as well as everybody else, and which 
(as you observe) helps not at all. Would it would 
leave me, and that I could believe I shall not always 
have occasion for it. But that’s in nobody’s power, and 
my Lady Talmache, that says she can do whatsoever 
she will, cannot believe whatsoever she pleases. *Tis 
not unpleasant, methinks, to hear her talk, how at such a 
time she was sick and the physicians told her she would 
have the small-pox, and showed her where they were 
coming out upon her ; but she bethought herself that 
it was not at all convenient for her to have them at 
that time; some business she had that required her 
going abroad, and so she resolved she would not be sick ; 
nor was not. ‘Twenty such stories as these she tells ; 
and then falls into discourses of the strength of reason, 
and the power of philosophy, till she confounds herself 
and all that hear her. You have no such ladies in 
Ireland. 

Oh me, but I heard to-day your cousin Hammond 
is going thither to be in Ludlow’s place. Is it true? 
You tell me nothing what is done there, but ’tis no 
matter. The less one knows of State affairs I find it 
is the better. My poor Lady Vavasour is carried to 
the Tower, and her great belly could not excuse her, 
because she was acquainted by somebody that there 
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was a plot against the Protector, and did not discover 
it. She has told now all that was told her, but vows 
she will never say from whence she had it : we shall 
see whether her resolutions are as unalterable as those 
of my Lady Talmache!_ I wonder how she behaved 
herself when she was married. I never saw anybody 
yet that did not look simply, and out of countenance, 
nor ever knew a wedding well designed but one ; and 
that was of two persons who had time enough (I 
confess) to contrive it, and nobody to please in ’t but 
themselves. He came down into the country where she 
was upon a visit, and one morning married her. As 
soon as they came out of the church they took coach 
and came for the town, dined at an inn by the way, 
and at night came into lodgings that were provided 
for them, where nobody knew them, and where they 
passed for married people of seven years’ standing. 
The truth is, I could not endure to be Mrs. Bride 
in a public wedding, to be made the happiest person 
onearth. Do not take it ill, for I would endure it if 
I could, rather than fail; but in earnest I do not 
think it were possible for me. You cannot apprehend 
the formalities of a treaty more than I do, nor so 
much the success on’t. Yet in earnest, your f[ather] 
will not find my b{rother] Peyton wanting in civility 
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(though he is not a man of much compliment, unless 
it be in his letters to me), nor an unreasonable person 
in anything, so he will allow him, out of his kindness 
to his wife, to set a higher value upon her sister than 
she deserves. I know not how he may be prejudiced 
as to the business, but he is not deaf to reason when 
’tis civilly delivered, and is as easily gained with com- 
pliance and good usage as anybody I know, but by no 
other way. When he is roughly dealt with, he is 
like me, ten times the worse for ’t. 

I make it a case of conscience to discover my faults 
to you as fast as I know them, that you may consider 
what you have todo. My aunt told me no longer 
agone than yesterday that I was the most wilful 
woman that ever she knew, and had an obstinacy of 
spirit nothing could overcome. ‘Take heed! you see 
I give you fair warning. 

I have missed a letter this Monday : what is the 
reason? By the next, I shall be gone into Kent, and 
my other journey is laid aside, which I am not dis- 
pleased at, because it would have broken our inter- 
course very much. 

Here are some verses of Cowley’s. Tell me how 
you like them. ’Tis only a piece taken out of a new 
thing of his ; the whole is very long, and is a descrip- 
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tion of, or rather a paraphrase upon, the friendships of 
David and Jonathan. ”Tis, I think, the best I have 
seen of his, and I like the subject because ’tis that I 
would be perfect in. Adieu, 

Je suis vOrre. 


ISIS ILE 


I told you in my last that my Suffolk journey was 
laid aside, and that into Kent hastened. I am be- 
ginning it to-day ; and have chosen to go as far as 
Gravesend by water, though it be very stormy weather. 
If I drown by the way, this will be my last letter ; 
and, like a will, I bequeath all my kindness to you in 
it, with a charge never to bestow it all upon another 
mistress, lest my ghost rise again and haunt you. I 
am in such haste that I can say little else to you now. 
When you are come over, we’ll think where to meet, 
for at this distance I can design nothing ; only I 
should be as little pleased with the constraint of my 
b[rother’s] house as you. Pray let me know whether 
your man leaves you, and how you stand inclined to 
him I offer you. Indeed, I like him extremely, and 
he is commended to me, by people that know him 
very well and are able to judge, for a most excellent 
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servant, and faithful as possible. I'll keep’ him un- 
engaged till I hear from you. Adieu. 
My next shall make amends for [this] short one. 


Fune the 26th. 


I received your last of June 22nd since I sealed 
up my letter, and I durst not but make an excuse 
for another short one, after you have chid me so 
for those you have received already; indeed, | 
could not help it, nor cannot now, but if that will 
satisfy I can assure you I shall make a much better 
wife than I do a husband, if I ever am one. Pardon, 
mon Cher Caur, on mattend. Adieu, mon Ame. Fe 
vous soubais tout ce que vous désirez. 


For Mr. William Temple, 
at Sir John Temple’s 


house, in Damask Street, 
Dublin. 
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CETTE Re Lh 


Because you find fault with my other letters, this is 
like to be shorter than they ; I did not intend it so 
though, I can assure you. But last night my brother 
told me he did not send his till ten o’clock this morn- 
ing, and now he calls for mine at seven, before I am 
up ; and I can only be allowed time to tell you that 
I am in Kent, and in a house so strangely crowded 
with company that I am weary as a dog already, 
though I have been here but three or four days ; that 
all their mirth has not mended my humour, and that 
I am here the same I was in other places ; that I hope, 
merely because you bid me, and lose that hope as 
often as I consider anything but yours. Would I were 
easy of belief! ‘They say one is so, to all that one 
desires. I do not find it, though, I am told, I was so 
extremely when I believed you loved me. That I 
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would not find, and you have only power to make me 
think it. But I am called upon. How fain I would 
say more ; yet ’tis all but the saying with more cir- 
cumstance that I am 
Yours. 
For your master. 


Jane™ the 4th, 


* July ? 
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LETEER EXT 


I see you can chide when you please, and with 
authority ; but I deserve it, I confess, and all I can 
say for myself is, that my fault proceeded from a very 
good principle in me. I am apt to speak what I 
think ; and to you have so accustomed myself to dis- 
cover all my heart that I do not believe ’t will ever be 
in my power to conceal a thought from you. There- 
fore I am afraid you must resolve to be vexed with all 
my senseless apprehensions as my brother Pe[yton] is 
with some of his wife’s, who is, though a very good 
woman, the most troublesome one in a coach that 
ever was. We dare not let our tongues lie more on 
one side of our mouths than t’other for fear of over- 
turning it. You are satisfied, I hope, ere this that I 
’scaped drowning. However, ’tis not amiss that my 
will is made, you know now how to dispose of all my 
wealth whensoever I die. But I am troubled much 


you should make an ill journey to so little purpose ; 
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indeed, I writ by the first post after my arrival here, 
and cannot imagine how you came to miss of my letter. 
Is your f{ather] returned yet, and do you think of 
coming over immediately? How welcome you will 
be. But, alas! I cannot talk on’tat the rate that you 
do. Iam sensible that such an absence is misfortune 
enough, but I dare not promise myself that it will 
conclude ours ; and ’tis more my belief that you your- 
self speak it rather to encourage me, and show your 
wishes, than your hopes, 

My humour is so ill at present, that I dare say no 
more, lest you should chide again. I find myself fit 
for nothing but to converse with a lady below, that is 
fallen out with all the world because her husband and 
she cannot agree. Tis the pleasantest thing that can 
be to hear us discourse. She takes great pains to 
dissuade me from ever marrying, and says I am the 
veriest fool that ever lived if I do not take her counsel. 
Now we do not absolutely agree in that point, but I 
promise her never to marry unless I can find such a 
husband as I describe to her, and she believes is never 
to be found ; so that, upon the matter, we differ very 
little, and whensoever she is accused of maintaining 
opinions very destructive of society, and absolutely 
prejudicial to all the young people of both sexes that 
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live in the house, she calls out me to be her second, 
and by it has lost me the favour of all our young gal- 
lants, who have got a custom of expressing anything 
that is nowhere but in fiction by the name of “ Miss 
O.’s husband.” For my life I cannot beat into 
their heads a passion that must be subject to no decay, 
an even perfect kindness that must last perpetually, 
without the least intermission, ‘They laugh to hear 
me say that one unkind word would destroy all the 
satisfaction of my life, and that I should expect our 
kindness should increase every day, if it were possible, 
but never lessen. All this is perfect nonsense, in their 
opinion ; but I should not doubt the convincing them 
if I could hope I should ever be so happy as to be 


Yours. 


LETTER LXV 


How long this letter will be I cannot tell. You 
shall have all the time that is allowed me, but upon 
condition that you shall not examine the sense on ’t too 
strictly, for you must know I want sleep extremely. 
The sun was up an hour before I went to bed to-day, 
and this is not the first time I have done this since I 
came hither. ”T will not be for your advantage that I 
should stay here long ; for, in earnest, I shall be good 
for nothing if I do. We go abroad all day and play 
all night, and say our prayers when we have time. 
Well, in sober earnest now, I would not live thus a 
twelvemonth to gain all that the K[ing] has lost, unless 
it were to give it him again. ”Tis a miracle to me 
how my bf{rother] endures it. ”Tis as contrary to his 
humour as darkness is to light, and only shows the 
power he lets his wife have over him. Will you be 
so good-natured? He has certainly as great a kind- 
ness for her as can be, and, to say truth, not without 
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reason ; but of all the people that ever I saw, I do 
not like his carriage towards her. He is perpetually 
wrangling and finding fault, and to a person that did 
not know him would appear the worst husband and 
the most imperious in the world. He is so amongst 
his children too, though he loves them passionately. 
He has one son, and ’tis the finest boy that e’er you 
saw, and has a notable spirit, but yet stands in that 
awe of his father that one word from him is as much 
as twenty whippings. 

You must give me leave to entertain you thus with 
discourses of the family, for I can tell you nothing else 
from hence. Yet, now I remember, I have another 
story for you. You little think I have been with 
Lilly ; in earnest, I was, the day before I came 
out of town ; and what do you think I went for? 
Not to know when you would come home, I can 
assure you, nor for any other occasion of my own ; but 
with a cousin of mine that had long designed to make 
herself sport with him, and did not miss of her aim, 
I confess I always thought him an impostor, but I 
could never have imagined him so simple a one as we 
found him. In my life I never heard so ridiculous 
a discourse as he made us, and no old woman that 
passes for a witch could have been more to seek what 
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to say to reasonable people than he was. He asked 
us more questions than we did him, and caught at 
everything we said, without discerning that we abused 
him, and said things purposely to confound him; 
which we did so perfectly that we made him contra- 
dict himself the strangeliest that ever you heard. Ever 
since this adventure, I have had so great a belief in all 
things of this nature, that I could not forbear laying 
a pease-cod with nine peas in ’t under the door yester- 
day, and was informed by it that my husband’s name 
should be Thomas. How do you like that? But 
what Thomas, I cannot imagine, for of all the Servants 
I have got since I came hither I know none of that 
name. 

Here is a new song,—I do not send it to you but 
to your sister; the tune is not worth the sending so 
far. If she pleases to put any to it, I am sure it will 
be a better than it has here. Adieu, 
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ETT EREUX 


I am very sorry I spoke too late, for I am confident 
this was an excellent servant. He was in the same 
house where I lay, and I had taken a great fancy to 
him, upon what was told me of him, and what I saw. 
The poor fellow, too, was so pleased that I undertook 
to inquire out a place for him, that, though mine was, 
as I told him, uncertain, yet upon the bare hopes on ’t 
he refused two or three good conditions ; but I shall 
set him now at liberty, and not think at all the worse 
of him for his good-nature. Sure you go a little too 
far in your condemnation on ’t. I know it may be 
abused, as the best things are most subject to be, but 
in itself ’tis so absolutely necessary that where it is 
wanting nothing can recompense the miss on’t. The 
most contemptible person in the world, if he has that, 
cannot be justly hated, and the most considerable, 
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without it, cannot deserve to be loved. Would to God 
I had all that good-nature you complain you have too 
much of, I could find ways enough to dispose on ’t 
amongst myself and my friends ; but ’tis well where 
it is, and I should sooner wish you more on ’t than 
less. 

I wonder with what confidence you can complain 
of my short letters that are so guilty yourself in the 
same kind. I have not seen a letter this month that 
has been above half asheet. Never trust me if I write 
more than you, that live in a desolated country where 
you might finish a romance of ten tomes before any- 
body interrupted you—I that live in a house the most 
filled of any since the Ark, and where, I can assure [you], 
one has hardly time for the most necessary occasions. 
Well, there was never any one thing so much desired 
and apprehended at the same time as your return is by 
me; it will certainly, I think, conclude me a very 
happy, or a most unfortunate, person. Sometimes, me- 
thinks, I would fain know my doom whatever it be ; 
and at others, I dread it so extremely, that I am confi- 
dent the five Portugals and the three plotters which 
were t’other day condemned by the High Court of 
Justice had not half my fears upon them. I leave 
you to judge the constraint I live in, what alarms my 
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thoughts give me, and yet how unconcerned this com- 
pany requires I should be ; they will have me act my 
part in a play, “ The Lost Lady” it is, and I am she. 
Pray God it be not an ill omen ! 
I shall lose my eyes, and you this letter, if I make 
it longer. Farewell, I am 
Yours. 


Fuly the 20th, [1654]. 


BEI TER DXVIL 


I wonder you did not come before your last letter. 
”Twas dated the 24th of August, but I received it not 
till the 1st of September. Would to God your 
journey were over! Every little storm of wind 
frights me so, that I pass here for the greatest coward 
that ever was born, though, in earnest, I think I am 
as little so as most women. Yet I may be deceived, too, 
for now I remember me you have often told me I was 
one, and, sure, you know what kind of heart mine is 
better than anybody else. 

I am glad you are pleased with that description I 
made you of my humour, for, though you had disliked 
it, I am afraid ’tis past my power to help. You need 
not make excuses neither for yours ; no other would 
please me half so well. That gaiety which you say is 
only esteemed would be insupportable to me, and I 
can as little endure a tongue that’s always in motion 
as I could the clack of a mill. Of all the company 
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this place is stored with, there is but two persons 
whose conversation is at all easy to me ; one ismy eldest 
niece, who, sure, was sent into the world to show ‘tis 
possible for a woman to be silent ; the other is a 
gentleman whose mistress died just when they should 
have married ; and though ’tis many years since, one 
may read it in his face still, His humour was very 
good, I believe, before that accident, for he will yet 
say things pleasant enough, but ’tis so seldom that he 
speaks at all, and when he does ’tis with so sober a 
look, that one may see he is not moved at all himself 
when he diverts the company most. You will not be 
jealous though I say I like him very much. If you 
were not secure in me, you might be so in him. He 
would expect his mistress should rise again to reproach 
his inconstancy if he made court to anything but her 
memory. Methinks we three (that is, my niece, and 
he and I) do become this house the worst that can be, 
unless I should take into the number my brother 
P[eyton] himself too; for to say truth his, for another 
sort of melancholy, is not less than ours. What can 
you imagine we did this last week, when to our 
constant company there was added a colonel and his 
lady, a son of his and two daughters, a maid of honour 
to the Queen of Bohemia, and another colonel or a 
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major, [ know not which, besides all the train they 
brought with them ; the men, the greatest drinkers 
that ever I saw, which did not at all agree with my 
brother, who would not be drawn to it to save a 
kingdom, if it lay at stake, and no other way to redeem 
it? But, in earnest, there was one more to be pitied 
besides us, and that was Colonel Thornhill’s wife, as 
pretty a young woman as I have seen. She is Sir 
John Greenvil’s sister, and has all his good-nature, 
with a great deal of beauty and modesty, and wit 
enough. ‘This innocent creature is sacrificed to the 
veriest beast that ever was. The first day she came 
hither he intended, it seems, to have come with her, 
but by the way called in to see an old acquaintance, 
and bid her go on, he would overtake her, but did 
not come till next night after, and then so drunk that 
he was laid immediately to bed, whither she was to 
follow him when she had supped. I blest myself at 
her patience, as you may do that I could find anything 
to fill up this paper withal. Adieu. 
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GETTER LXV IL 


I did so promise myself a letter on Friday that I 
am very angry I had it not, though I know you were 
not come to town when it should have been writ. 
But did not you tell me you should not stay above a 
day or two? What is it that has kept you longer? Iam 
pleased, though, to know that you are out of the power 
of so uncertain things as the wind and the sea, which 
I never feared for myself, but did extremely apprehend 
for you. You will find a packet of letters to read, 
and maybe have met with them already. If you 
have, you are so tired that ’tis but reasonable I 
should spare you in this. To say truth, I have not 
time to make this longer ; besides that, if I had, my 
pen is so very good, that writes an invisible hand, 
I think, I am sure I cannot read it myself If your 
eyes are better, you will find that I intended to assure 
you I am 

Yours. 
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EETPER (OXTX 


I am but newly waked out of an unquiet sleep, and 
I find it so late that if I write at all it must be now. 
Some company that was here last night kept us up till 
three o’clock, and then we lay three in a bed, which 
was all one to me as if we had not gone to bed 
at all. Since dinner they are all gone, and our 
company with them part of the way, and with much 
ado I got to be excused, that I might recover a little 
sleep, but am so moped yet that, sure, this letter will 
be nonsense. 

I would fain tell you, though, that your f[ather] is 
mistaken, and that you are not, if you believe that I 
have all the kindness and tenderness for you my heart 
is capable of. Let me assure you—whate’er your 
f[ather] thinks—that had you 20,000 f a year I could 
love you no more than I do, and should be far from 
showing it so much lest it should look like a desire of 
your fortune, which, as to myself, I value as little as 
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anybody breathing. I have not lived thus long, and in 
this age of changes, but certainly I know what an estate 
is. I have seen my father’s reduced, better than 4000 f, 
to not 400£ a year, and I thank God I never felt the 
change in anything that I thought necessary. I never 
wanted, nor am confident I never shall. But yet, I 
would not be thought so inconsiderate a person, as not 
to remember that it is expected from all people that 
have sense, that they should act with reason, that to 
all persons some proportion of fortune is necessary, 
according to their several qualities, and though it is 
not required that one should tie oneself to just so 
much, and something is left for one’s inclination, and 
the difference in the persons, to make, yet still within 
such a compass,—and such as lay more upon those 
considerations than they will bear, shall infallibly be 
condemned by all sober persons. If any accident out 
of my power should bring me to necessity though 
never so great, I should not doubt with God’s assist- 
ance but to bear it as well as anybody, and I should 
never be ashamed on ’t if He pleased to send it me ; 
but if by my own folly I had put it upon myself, the 
case would be extremely altered. If ever this comes 
to a treaty, I shall declare that in my own choice I 
prefer you much before any other person in the 
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world, and all that this inclination in me (in the 
judgments of any persons of honour and discretion) 
will bear, I shall desire may be laid upon it, to the 
uttermost of what they can allow. And if your 
f[ather] please to make up the rest, I know nothing that 
is like to hinder me from being yours. But if your 
father, out of humour, shall refuse to treat with such 
friends as I have, let them be what they will, it must 
end here ; for though I was content, for your sake, to 
lose them, and all the respect they had for me, yet, 
now I have done that, I’ll never let them see that I 
have so little interest in you and yours as not to 
prevail that my brother may be admitted to treat for 
me. Sure, when a thing of course and so much 
reason as that (unless I did declare to all the world 
he were my enemy), it must be expected whensoever 
I dispose of myself he should be made no stranger to 
it. When that shall be refused me, I may be justly 
reproached that I deceived myself when I expected to 
be at all valued in a family that I am a stranger to, 
or that I should be considered with any respect 
because I had a kindness for you, that made me not 
value my own interest. 

I doubt much whether all this be sense or not; I 
find my head so heavy. But that which I would say 
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is, in short, this : if I did say once that my b{rother] 
should have nothing to do in’t, twas when his 
carriage towards me gave me such an occasion as 
I could justify the keeping that distance with him ; but 
now it would look extremely unhandsome in me, 
and, sure, I hope your f[ather] would not require it of 
me. If he does, I must conclude he has no value 
for me, and, sure, I never disobliged him to my know- 
ledge, and should, with all the willingness imaginable, 
serve him if it lay in my power. 

Good God! what an unhappy person am I, but all 
the world is so almost. Just now they are telling me 
of a gentleman near us that is the most wretched 
creature made (by the loss of a wife that he passion- 
ately loved) that can be. If your f[ather] would but 
in some measure satisfy my friends that I might but do 
it in any justifiable manner, you should dispose me as 
you pleased, carry me whither you would, all places 
of the world would be alike to me where you were, and 
I should not despair of carrying myself so towards him 
as might deserve a better opinion from him. I am 


Yours. 
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BETTER LAX 


My doubts and fears were not at all increased by 
that which gives you so many, nor did I apprehend 
that your f[ather] might not have been prevailed with 
to have allowed my brother’s being seen in the treaty ; 
for as to the thing itself, whether he appears in ’t or 
not, ’twill be the same. He cannot but conclude my 
brother Peyton would not do anything in it without 
the other’s consent. 

I do not pretend to any share in your f[ather]’s 
kindness, as having nothing in me to merit it ; but as 
much a stranger as I am to him, I should have taken 
it very ill if I had desired it of him, and he had 
refused it me. I do not believe my brother has said 
anything to his prejudice, unless it were in his per- 
suasions to me, and there it did not injure him at all. 
If he takes it ill that my b{rother] appears so very averse 
to the match, I may do so too, that he was the same ; 
and nothing less than my kindness for you could have 
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made me take so patiently as I did his saying to some 
that knew me at York that he was forced to bring 
you thither and afterwards to send you over lest you 
should have married me. This was not much to my 
advantage, nor hardly civil, I think, to any woman ; 
yet I never so much as took the least notice on ’t, nor 
had not now, but for this occasion ; yet, sure, it con- 
cerns me to be at least as nice as he in point of 
honour. I think ’tis best for me to end here lest my 
anger should make me lose that respect I would 
always have for your father, and ’twere not amiss, I 
think, that I diverted it all towards you for being so 
idle as to run out of your bed to catch such a cold. 

If you come hither you must expect to be chidden 
so much that you will wish you had stayed till we 
came up, when perhaps I might have almost forgot 
half my quarrel to you. At this present I can assure 
you I am pleased with nobody but your sister, and 
her I love extremely, and will call her pretty ; say 
what you will, I know she must be so, though I never 
saw more of her than what her letters show. She 
shall have two “Spots” if she pleases (for I had 
just such another given me after you were gone), or 
anything else that is in the power of 

Yours, 
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Peet TRO LAAT 


After a long debate with myself how to satisfy you, 
and remove that rock (as you call it), which in your 
apprehensions is of so great danger, I am at last 
resolved to let you see that I value your affection for 
me at as high a rate as you yourself can set it, and 
that you cannot have more of tenderness for me, and 
my interests, than I shall ever have for yours. ‘The 
particulars how I intend to make this good you shall 
know when I see you; which since I find them here 
more irresolute in point of time (though not as to the 
journey itself) than I hoped they would have been, 
notwithstanding your quarrel to me, and the appre- 
hension you would make me believe you had that I 
do not care to see you, pray come hither and try 
whether you shall be welcome or not! In sober 
earnest now I must speak with you ; and to that end 
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if your occasions will g[ive you the excuse], as soon as 
you have recefived this letter comJe down to Canter- 
bury. Send [somebody whe]n you are there, and you 
shall have further directions. 

You must be contented not to stay here above two 
or three hours. I shall tell you my reason when you 
come. And pray inform yourself of all that your 
f[ather] will do in this occasion, that you may tell it 
me only; therefore let it be plainly and sincerely 
what he intends and all. 

I will not hinder your coming away so much as 
the making this letter a little longer might take away 
from your time in reading it. ’Tis enough to tell 
you I am ever 

Yours. 
Monday, October the 2nd. 
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ADDITIONAL LETTERS IN 
THE COLLECTION 


You are like to have an excellent housewife of me; 
I am abed still, and slept so soundly, nothing but 
your letter could have waked me. You shall hear 
from me as soon as we have dined. Farewell ; can 
you endure that word? No, out upon ’t! [TI see 
you anon. 


Fye upon ’t! I shall grow too good now, I am taking 
care to know how your worship slept to-night ; better 
I hope than you did the last. Send me word how 
you do, and don’t put me off with a bit of a note 
now ; you could write me a fine long letter when I 
did not deserve it half so well. 


You are mistaken if you think I am in debt for 
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both these days, Saturday (I confess) was devoted to 
my Lady; but yesterday, though I ris with good 
intentions of going to church, my cold would not 
suffer me, but kept me prisoner all the day. I sent 
to your lodging to tell you that visiting the sick was 
part of the work of the day, but you were gone, and 
so I went to bed again, where your letter found me 
this morning. But now I will rise and despatch 
some visits that I owe, that to-morrow may be 
entirely yours, 


I find my conscience a little troubled till I have 
asked your pardon for my ill-humour last night. 
Will you forgive it me? In earnest, I could not help 
it, but I met with a cure for it; my b[rother] kept me 
up to hear his learned lecture till after two o'clock, 
and I spent all my ill-humour upon him, and yet we 
parted very quietly, and looked as if a little good 
fortune might make us good friends—but your special 
friend, my e[Idest] b[rother], I have a story to tell you 
of him. Will my cousin Fr{anklin] come, think you ? 
Send me word, it may be ’twas but a compliment. If 
I can see you this morning I will, but I dare not 
promise it. 
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Sir,— 

This is to tell you that you will be expected to- 
morrow morning, about nine o’clock, at a lodging over 
against the place where Charing Cross stood, and 
two doors above Ye Goate Taverne ; if with these 
directions you can find it out, you will there find one 


that is very much 
Your SERVANT. 


For Mr. Temple. 


Now [ have got the trick of breaking my word, I shall 
do it every day. I must go to Roehampton to-day, 
but ’tis all one, you do not care much for seeing me. 
Well, my master, remember last night you swaggered 
like a young lord. Tl make y[our] stomach come 
down. Rise quickly, you had [better], and come hither 
that I may give you your lesson this morning before I 


go. 


Je n’ay guere plus dormie que vous et mes songes 
n’ont pas estes moins confuse, au rest une bande de 
violons qui sont venu jouer sous ma fennestre, m’ont 
tourmentés de tel facon que je doubt fort si je pour- 
ois jamais les souffrire encore. Je ne suis pourtant pas 
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en fort mauvaise humeur et je m’envay ausi tost que 
je seray habillie voire ce qu’il est posible de faire pour 
vostre satisfaction, aprés je viendre vous rendre conte 
de nos affairs et quoy qu’il en sera vous ne s¢gaurois 
jamais doubté que je ne vous ayme plus que toutes les 


choses du monde. 


1 have slept as little as you, and may be allowed 
to talk as unreasonably ; yet I find I am not quite 
senseless ; I have a heart still that cannot resolve to 
refuse you anything within its power to grant. But, 
Lord, where shall see you? People will think me 
mad, if I go abroad this morning, after having seen me 
in the condition I was in last night, and they will think 
it strange to see you here. Could you not stay till 
they are all gone to Roehampton? they go this 
morning. I do but ask, though do what you please, 
only believe you do a great injustice if you think me 
false. I never resolved to give you an eternal fare- 
well, but I resolved at the same time to part with all 
the comfort of my life, and whether I told it you or 
not I shall die Yours, 

Tell me what you will have me do. 


Here comes the note again to tell you I cannot 
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call on you to-night ; I cannot help it, and you must 
take it as patiently as you can, but I am engaged to- 
night at “The Three Kings” to supand play. Poor 
man, I am sorry for you! In earnest, I shall be quite 
spoiled. I see no remedy ; think whether it were 
not best to leave me, and begin a new adventure ! 
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Letter (endorsed “My Di”) from Sir William Temple's 
Little daughter. 

Sir, 

I deferred writing to you till I could tell you that 
I had received all my fine things, which I have just 
now done, but I ought never to have done giving you 
thanks for them, they have made me so very happy 
in my new Closet, and everybody that comes does 
admire them above all things, but yet not so much as I 
think they deserve. And now if Papa was here I 
should think myself a perfect Pope, though I hope I 
should not be burnt, as there was one at Nell 
Gwynne’s door the fifth of November, who was sat 
in a great chair, witha red nose halfa yard long, with 
some hundreds of boys throwing squibs at it. Mon- 
sieur Goré and I agree mighty well, and he makes me 
believe I shall come to something at last—that is, if he 
stays, which I don’t doubt but he will, because all the 
fair ladies will petition for him. We are got rid of 
the workmen now, and our house is ready to en- 
tertain you. Come when you please, and you will 
meet with nobody more glad to see you than, sir, 

Your most obedient and dutiful daughter, 

November the 19th. D. 'TEmpLe. 


For Sir William Temple. 
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APPENDIX. LETTER FROM 
LADY TEMPLE TO SIR WILLIAM 
TEMPLE 


Hacue, 31st Octoher, [1670.] 
My Dearest Heart, 

I received yours from Yarmouth, and was 
very glad you made so happy a passage: ’tis a com- 
fortable thing, when one is on this side, to know that 
such a thing can be done in spite of contrary 
winds. .. . I have a letter from P.,! who says in 
character that you may take it from him that the 
D.B.? has begun a negotiation there, but what suc- 
cess in England he may have he knows not ; that it 
were to be wished our politicians at home would con- 
sider well that there is no trust to be put in alliances 
with ambitious kings, especially such as make it their 
fundamental maxim to be base. These are bold 
words, but they are his own. Besides this, there is 
nothing but that the French King grows very thrifty, 
that all his buildings except fortifications are ceased, 
and that his payments are not so regular as they used 

1 Probably her brother-in-law, Sir Thomas Peyton. 


2 Duke of Buckingham. 
321 Y 


tobe. The people here are of another mind ; they 
will not spare their money, but are resolved, at least 
the States of Holland (if the rest will consent), to 
raise fourteen regiments of foot and six of horse ; 
that all the companies, both old and new, shall be ot 
120 men that used to be of 50, and every troop 80 
that used to be of 45. Nothing is talked of but 
these new levies, and the young men are much 
pleased. Downton says they have strong suspicions 
here you will come back no more, and that they shall 
be left in the lurch; that something is striking up 
with France, and that you are sent away because you 
are too well inclined to these countries; and my 
cousin Temple, he says, told him that a nephew of 
Sir Robert Long’s, who is lately come to Utrecht, 
told my cousin Temple, three weeks since, you were 
not to stay long here, because you were too great a 
friend to these people, and that he had it from Mr. 
Williamson, who knew very well what he said. My 
cousin Temple says he told it to Major Scott as soon 
as he heard it; and so ’tis like you knew it before ; 
but there is such a want of something to say that I 
catch at everything. I am, my best dear’s most 
affectionate 


Deis 


NOE ES. 


“What art thou, Love? Thou great mysterious thing ! 
From what hid stock does thy strange nature spring ? 
Tis thou that mov’st the world through every part, 

And hold’st the vast frame close that nothing start 

From the due place and office first ordain’d ; 

By thee were all things made, and are sustain’d. 

Sometimes we see thee fully, and can say 

From hence thou took’st thy rise, and went’st that way ; 

But oft’ner the short beams of Reason’s eye 

See only there thou art, not how, nor why. 

How is the loadstone, Nature’s subtile pride, 

By the rude iron woo’d, and made a bride? 

How was the weapon wounded? What hid flame 

The strong and conquering metal overcame ? 

Love (this world’s grace) exalts his natural state ; 

He feels thee, Love ! and feels no more his weight.” 
Cowrey: The Davideis, BK. II. 

(cp. p. 288, 23 and Note.) 
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Notes 


I 


1,17. Goring House, in London, where Arlington Street is 
now built. In 1665 Henry Bennet, afterwards Earl ot 
Arlington, the famous member of the Cabal ministry, with 
whom Sir William Temple’s later diplomatic career was closely 
connected, was living at Goring House (cp. Evelyn, 9 Feb., 
1665). cp. note on p. gI, 19. 

3, 23- proposed a Widower to me, viz., Sir Justinian Isham 
(1610-1674), Royalist. He was married on 10 Novy. 1634, to 
Jane, eldest daughter of Sir John Gerrard ; his wife died on 4 
March, 1638. In this first letter and in many other of the 
letters, Dorothy Osborne refers to him as one of her suitors: 
“ The earnestness and persistency of his suit did not make a 
favourable impression upon the lady, who nicknamed him ‘ The 
Emperor,’ laughed at his vanity and pompousness, and finally 
declared that she would rather ‘choose a chain to lead apes in’ 
than marry him. On the other hand, however, Miss Osborne 
frequently mentions ‘Sir Jus’s’ learning. She describes him to 
Sir William Temple as ‘that one of her Servants,’ whom Temple 
liked the best, and she showed herself by no means best pleased 
on the occasion of his second marriage. Isham appears in fact 
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to have been a man of culture, and seems to have laid the 
foundation of the present library at Lamport Hall, Northamp- 
tonshire” (Dict. Nat. Biog.). Isham soon after, in the year 
1653, married as his second wife Vere, daughter of Thomas, 
Lord Leigh of Stoneleigh, by Mary, daughter of Sir Thomas 
Egerton. 

4,15. I fell in Sir Thomas's way, i.e. Sir Thomas Osborne 
son of Sir Edward Osborne, of Kiveton, Yorkshire, successively 
first Earl of Danby, Marquis of Carmarthen, and Duke of 
Leeds (1631-1712). He and Dorothy Osborne were distant 
cousins. Soon after his rejection, he married Lady Bridget 
Bertie, daughter of the Earl of Lindsey (cp. Letter xxv.). He 
had not yet entered upon the corrupt political career that made 
his name a by-word :— 


“He is as stiff as any stake, 
And leaner Dick than any rake ; 
Envy is not so pale. 
And though by selling of us all 
He has wrought himself unto Whitehall, 
He looks like bird of gaol.” 
(cp. D.N.B.) : 


4, 21-25. only by this—business ; now first printed. 
5, 23. trouble to you to eat, so MS. P. ‘ trouble to take.’ 


Ill 
10, 13-11, 4. which by the way—deceived; these sixteen 
lines are now first printed. 
IV 
14, 23. my Lady Diana Rich, my Lord of Holland’s daughter ; 


’ 


Henry Rich, Earl of Holland, who on March 9, 1649, was 
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beheaded in company with the Duke of Hamilton and Lord 
Capel, for his zeal in the royalist cause. According to Claren- 
don ‘he was a very well-bred man, anda fine gentleman in 
good times ; but too much desired to enjoy ease and plenty 
when the King could have neither, and did think poverty the 
most insupportable evil that could befall any man in this 
world,’ Rebellion, xi. 263 (cp. D.N.B.). Lady Diana was 
Dorothy Osborne’s dearest friend, ‘my lady’ as she calls her. 


Vv 

17, 17-18, 14. And now—bhereafter, these twenty-three 
lines are now printed for the first time. 

17, 19. Lilly; v. Note on p. 298, 14. 

19, II. @ certain king, etc. ie. Amasis, King of Egypt, 
who renounced his alliance with Polycrates, one of the most 
fortunate of the Greek tyrants, through alarm at his marvellous 
prosperity, which he feared was sure, sooner or later, to incur 
the envy of the gods. 

20, 19. Any, 30 MS. P., * My,’ 


vI 

23, 11. Which is—with me, so MS. P. omits. 

24,17. My Lady Anne Wentworth, the daughter of Thomas 
Wentworth, Earl of Strafford, the hapless statesman whose 
tragic career ended on the scaffold on May 12, 1641. Lady 
Anne married Edward Watson, second Lord Rockingham. 


Vil 


27,10. for atread a. 29, 21, for nut read nuts. 
27, 14-18. the truth—otherwise ; now first printed. 
30, 1, My Lady Banbury, so MS. P. ‘ Barbury, 
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30, 2.. my Lady Sunderland, i.e., Dorothy Spencer, (1617- 
1684), the eldest daughter of Robert Sidney, second Earl of 
Leicester. Her youth was spent at Penshurst, where Edmund 
Waller made her acquaintance, paid court to her, then a girl of 
about eighteen, and immortalised her as his “ Sacharissa”’ ; but 
he received no encouragement. Among her many admirers was 
Sir William Temple. Dorothy Osborne elsewhere refers to his 
admiration for Lady Sunderland, whose portrait always hung in 
his closet. In 1639 she married Henry, Lord Spencer, aged 
nineteen ; in June 1643 created Earl of Sunderland; in the 
following September he was mortally wounded at the battle of 
Newbury. “ After a widowhood of nine years she was married 
‘out of pity,’ on 8 July, 1652,to Robert (afterwards Sir Robert) 
Smythe, of Sutton-at-Hone and Boundes in Kent, an old 
admirer and a connection of the family. The wedding was 
celebrated at Penshurst, but Lord Leicester was not present. 
Smythe, who was an old college friend of Evelyn (Diary, 9 
July, 1602) is described by Dorothy Osborne as ‘a very fine 
gentleman,’ who fully deserved his bride. The marriage 
turned out happily.” (cp. D.N.B.) 

Algernon Sidney and Lord Lisle were Lady Sunderland’s 
brothers. She did not long survive Algernon’s execution, 7 
Dec., 1683. On Feb. 25, 1684, she was buried in the chapel 
of the Spencers in Brington Church. 

In No. 61 of the Tatler, Steele wrote: —“ The fine women 
they show me nowadays are at best but pretty girls tome, who 
have seen Sacharissa when all the world repeated the poems she 
inspired.” 

VIll 


33, 6. ’Twas Arundell Howard, i.e. Henry Howard, sixth 
Duke of Norfolk (1628-1684), the second son of Henry 
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Frederick Howard, second Earl of Arundel, who died on 17 April, 
1652. Henry Howard was one of the earliest Fellows of the 
Royal Society, and after the fire of London granted the Society 
the use of rooms at Arundel Street in the Strand, and later on 
gave a piece of ground for a site; at Evelyn’s suggestion he 
presented the Society with the greater part of his rich collection 
of books and manuscripts ; the bulk of the latter was sold to the 
trustees of the British Museum in 1830, for the sum of £3,559, 
the money being used for the purchase of scientific books. The 
Arundelian marbles were presented by Howard to the University 
of Oxford. 
Ix 

35, 5. dos’'d (=dozed), MS. P. ‘ dowd.’ 

Pcs Gourds s WMS rtse.. Pe ttsede. Chv27 3», 12. 

36, 23. You say nothing bow your sister does ; the sister was 
evidently Martha, who subsequently, in 1662, married Sir 
Thomas Giffard of Castle Jordan ; he died within a month of 
the wedding. Lady Giffard went to live with her brother and 
sister-in-law, and became a ‘permanent and valued inmate’ of the 
Temple household. ‘ Stella’s’’ (Esther Johnson’s) mother was 
an attendant upon her when Jonathan Swift in 1689 came to 
Moor Park as Temple’s amanuensis. Lady Giffard’s life of her 
brother was prefixed to the 1731 edition of his works, 

37,2. Your Reyne Marguerite, i.e. the memoirs,written by herself, 
of Margaret of Valois, daughter of Henry II., the wife of Henry 
IV., who prevailed upon her to consent to annul the marriage ; 
the book was translated into English by R. Codrington; first 
edition 1641 (not 1661, as Courtenay implies), reprinted 1658, 
1662. Codrington also translated Margaret de Valois’ Heptameron. 
It does not follow that Dorothy Osborne read the memoirs in 


translation, 
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37, 8. Bussy, the servant of Margaret’s brother, the Duke of 
Avenson, 

37, 11. the story of Mademoiselle de Tournon, ‘a young lady of 
Margaret’s Court, who died in consequence of a disappointment 
in love. See Petitot 121. Margaret certainly writes of the 
handsome Bussy in an alarming style” (Courtenay). 

37, 14. Have you read ‘Cléopatre’?  Calprenéde’s famous 
heroic romance. According to some writers it ranks first 
in this form of literature. Its first part appeared in 1646, and 
ultimately the whole work, of inordinate length, was issued in 
twelve volumes. It comprehends three immense romances, 
and some half a dozen minor stories, slightly connected together 
(cp. Wilson’s edition of Dunlop’s History of Prose Fiction, vol. ii. 
p- 416). It is noteworthy that in 1652, 1654, and 1655, 
appeared, respectively, Robert Loveday’s translation of the first 
three parts of the romance, under the title of ‘ Hymen’s Preludia 
or Love's Masterpiece.’ The complete version of the romance 
appeared in 1665 (not 1668, as Wilson states), and again in 
1674. 

Calprenéde’s Cassandre, almost equally famous, was trans- 
lated into English by Sir Charles Cotterell (1615-1687 ?); it is 
interesting to note that the dedication to Charles II. is dated 
from the Hague, 5 June, 1653; a first edition of part of the 
work appeared in 1652, and the whole was issued in 1661, 1676, 
and1725. Robert Codrington, whose translation of the memoirs 
of Margaret de Valois has already been referred to, dedicated the 
work to Cotterell. 


39, 3- toujours la mesme, MS. P. ‘le meme? 


xX 
40, 4. used, MS. P. ‘was wont.’ 
42, 12. Mrs. Ch[ambers] ; according to Courtenay, probably 


IIo 


Mistress Chambers, ultimately the wife of Sir William’s brother, 
Henry (not John, as Parry states, who married a daughter of 
Dr. John Hammond). 

42, 20. gratitude in't, MS. P. § practical wit. 

43, 23. he,so MS. P. ‘she? 


XI 


46, 22. Almanzor—this reference recalls the hero of Dryden’s 
most typical of heroic plays, 4/manzor and Almahide, or the Con- 
quest of Granada by the Spaniards (1669, or 1670), the main plot 
of which was taken from Mdlle. de Scudéri’s romance, Almahide, 
interwoven with portions of the stories of Le Grand Cyrus and 
of Ibrahim ou L’Illustre Bassa. Dryden’s Almanzor, according to 
the dramatist’s own statement, was derived, as to “the first 
image, from the Achilles of Homer, the next from Tasso’s 
Rinaldo (who was a copy of the former), and the third from the 
Artaban of Monsieur Calpranéde, who had imitated both. He 
is on a grand scale (not like the heroes of French romance).” 
Almanzor was caricatured as Drawcansir in the Duke of Buck- 
ingham’s Rebearsal—“ Who is that Drawcansir” ? ‘ Why, sir, 
a fierce hero that fights his mistress, snubs up kings, baffles 
armies, and does what he will, without regard to good manners, 
justice or numbers.” 

The particular romance of Almanzor and Alcidiana to which 
allusion is made certainly belonged to the original source of the 
cycle of ‘ Almahide’ by Malle. de Scudéri, the Hispano-Maur- 
esque historical novel, derived in its turn from the fictitious 
Spanish history Guerras civiles de Granada, by Ginés Pérez de 
Hita of Murcia (fl. 1604); ‘a close imitation of this work, 
published early in the seventeenth century, is the origin of all 
those French romances which turn on the gallantries and adyen- 
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tures of the Moors of Granada.” (cp. Wilson, Dunlop’s History 
of Prose Fiction; Kelly’s Spanish Literature; A. W. Ward's 
English Dramatic Literature). 

Sir William Temple placed Almanzor among his ancient 
worthies, “I can scarcely refrain from smiling at his Almanzor,” 
writes Gibbon, Miscellaneous Works (8vo, v. 554. No.14 of Index 
Expurgatorius), “the most accomplished of the western caliphs, 
who reigned in Arabia, Egypt, Africa, and Spain; but is, in 
fact, the imaginary hero of an imaginary empire.” Courtenay 
observes in reference to Dorothy Osborne’s letter: “ The allu- 
sion is probably to the Spanish romance of which Gibbon 
speaks, where we have quoted him. Lady Temple ought to 
have prevented her husband from making a real man of this 
fabulous hero.” Mr. Parry passes over the allusion without any 
comment. Dorothy Osborne’s enthusiasm for these heroic 
romances helps us to understand the taste of the day for ‘heroic 
poetry’ and later on for ‘heroic drama.’ 

47, 10. R, MS.=Lady Ranke, Temple’s aunt. P. ‘B’ (so 
also 56, 5). 

49, 16. H[enry] C[romwell], the Lord General’s fourth son 
(1628-1674), On May 10, 1653, he married Elizabeth, 
daughter of Sir Francis Russell of Chippenham. 


XIV 


60, 4. But, bless me, what will become of us all now ? The whole 
passage refers to the tidings which had reached Dorothy 
Osborne of how the Long Parliament had been dissolved by 
Cromwell. ‘We have heard what you did at the House in 
the morning,” said Bradshaw to him, “and before many hours 
all England will hear it; but, Sir, you are mistaken to think 
that the Parliament is dissolved ; for no power under heaven 
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can dissolve them but themselves ; therefore take you notice of 
that.” 
XV 

62,6. Mr. Arbry's prophecy, i.e. William Erbury (1604— 
1654), an independent Welsh divine; “ always schismatically 
affected,” according to Wood ; he was “a mystic and a fanatic, 
with some little learning, good parts, and a violent temper.” 
(cp. D.N.B.) 

64,1. Mr. Luke and I; this “ Mr. Luke” was one of the 
family of Sir Samuel Luke, said to be the original of Sir 
Hudibras :— 

“Tis said there is a valiant Mamaluke 
In foreign land, yclep’d, 
To whom we have been oft compared 
For person, parts, address, and beard.” 
—Hudibras, Canto i, ed. 1663, p. 59. 

The key to ‘Hudibras,’ attributed to Sir Roger L’Estrange, 
explained that Sir Hudibras meant ‘Sir Samuel Luke of Bed- 
fordshire, a self-conceited commander under Oliver Cromwell.” 
Butler is said to have been in Luke’s service for a time and to 
have composed ‘Hudibras’ during that period. Luke’s own 
party had a very high opinion of his character. The Lukes 
and the Osbornes were near neighbours. (cp. D.NV.B.) 

65, 24. "tis much older than my Lord of Lorne ; concerning the 
old Ballad of ‘the Lord of Learne (or Lorne),’ cp. Bishop 
Percy’s Manuscript of Ballads and Romances, edited by Furnivall 
and Hales, vol. i. pp. 180-198. 

67, 10-15. but I am certain—worth it, MS. P. ‘but I am 
very certain that you will never read half this letter,’ tis so scribbled ; 
but’ tis no matter, ’tis not much worth it. Your most faithful friend 


and servant. 
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XVI 
68, 6. that I should think him so dishonest ; omitted by P. 
69, 20. Lord Chandos had killed Mr. Compton in a duel the 
year before. Lord Arundel was one of Compton’s seconds. 
The verdict of the trial found them guilty of manslaughter. 
69, 21; cp. Note on p. 277, 5. 


XVII 

74, 10. the turning of my paper; this occurs at the end of a 
sheet ; it is not necessary to read ‘ burning,’ as in P. 

75,12. A book of poems newly come out, made by my Lady 
Newcastle ; the reference is probably to hervolume of Poems and 
Fancies, London, 1653, folio. Dorothy Osborne’s criticism of 
the book will be found in Letter XXI. 


XVIII 

79,25. my brother Peyton's daughters ; Sir Thomas Peyton, 
second baronet, of Knowlton, Kent. The third daughter and 
co-heiress, Elizabeth, married William Longueville, the 
friend of the poet, Samuel Butler. The Butler MSS. in the 
British Museum (Add. 32,625) belonged to Longueville. He 
lived on the east side of Bow Street, Covent Garden. This 
William Longueville must be differentiated from Charles 
Longueville Godfrey de Ruthin, whose daughter (referred to in 
the next letter), ultimately married Sir Harry Yelverton 
P, reads ‘the eldest of my brother Peyton's children’), 


XIX 
84, 24. R. Spencer, i.e. Robert Spencer, Earl of Sunderland, 
Lady Sunderland’s brother-in-law. According to Macaulay, 
“his mind had undergone a training by which all his vices had 
been nursed up to the rankest maturity.” 
85,15. if I were not marrying, MS. P. omits § nor.’ 
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XX 
88, 9. but submit, MS. P. ‘I admit. 


XXI 
91, 19. I shall sit like the lady of the lobster and give audience 
at Babram ; the allusion is to a particular part of the internal 
organs of the lobster supposed to resemble a seated female 
figure, hence called by fishermen “the lady of the lobster” ; 
probably suggested by these lines in Herrick’s The Fairie Temple 
(included in The Hesperides, 1648) :— 


“The saint to which the most he prayes, 
And offers Incense Nights and Dayes, 
The Lady of the Lobster is 
Whose foot-pace he doth stroak and kiss.” 


The reference to Brabram is to the seat of Sir Thomas 
Bennet at Babraham, Cambridgeshire. Sir Thomas Bennet (1592- 
1670) was the second son of Sir John Bennet, grandfather of 
the first Earl of Arlington. He was Master in Chancery from 
1635 till his death in 1670. His son, Thomas Bennet, may be 
the suitor in question. wv. Note on p. 1, 17. 

91, 24, Cyrus; the famous romance, Artamene, ou Le Grand 
Cyrus, by Mdlle. de Scudéri (1649-53). An English translation 
appeared in 1653 (folio; London), 


XXII 
96, 3. Mr. Fish. Cp. with this passage, 243, 7. 
96, 14. Peyton, My brother, &c., so MS. P. ‘ Peyton and my 
brother? 
XXIII 
98, 23. motions, MS. P. ‘nature.’ 01,1. us,MS. P.‘ me.’ 
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XXIV 

102,1, 8, 10. Tom Cheek, probably the son of Sir Thomas 
Cheeke, of Pyrgo, whose third daughter married Lord Man- 
chester. Sir Richard Franklin also married a daughter of Sir 
Thomas Cheeke. Moor Park, Hertfordshire, here referred to, is 
described by Sir William Temple in his ‘ Essay on Gardening.’ 

103, 20. Samuel Cooper, pupil of Hoskins, born 1609, died 
1672 3 according to Courtenay, there is a faded miniature of 
Lady Temple at Coddenham ; Hoskins died in 1664. 

105, 20. excellently, MS. P. * extremely.’ 


XXV 
107, 15-25. and now—now fast. These eleven lines are 
now printed for the first time. 
109, 2-25. you shall excuse me—mean anything. These twenty- 
three lines are now printed for the first time. 


XXVI 
116, 4. I use to bey MS. P.*I used to be.’ 


XXVIII 


124, 7. ‘grand philosophe’ ; P. proud philosopher.’ 
125, 11. wish, MS. P. ‘wrath.’ 


XXX 
132, 1. single, MS. P. ‘simple. 
133, 11. Lord Lisle’s embassage, ie. to Sweden. Ultimately, 
‘ My Lord Whitlocke goesambassador’ ; cp. p. 172, 10 (note). Lord 
Lisle (Philip Sidney, 1619-1698) was the eldest son of Robert, 
Earl of Leicester ; an ardent Cromwellian, he strongly opposed his 
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brother Algernon’s antagonism. “On 31 Dec. 1652 he was 
selected to go as ambassador to Sweden, and accepted, but his 
instructions were not ready till 22 March 1653, and he had not 
started when Cromwell turned out the Long Parliament. He 
then resigned his mission, pleading ill-health.” (cp. D.N.B.). 

133,13. that may concern anybody that has a mind to marry, 
ie. the Marriage Act, August 1653, by which marriages were 
only lawful if solemnized by a magistrate (cp. Preface). 

134, 15. more conveniences, MS. P. ‘no conveniences.’ 


XXXI 


137, 15. in mourning, i.e. for her brother Robert. 

138, 13. Gen[eral] Monk's misfortune, i.e. his marriage, on 
23 January, 1652-3, to Anne Clarges, daughter of a farrier 
in the Savoy—who in 1649 had been divorced from Thomas 
Radford, also a farrier. According to Aubrey, she was Monk's 
seamstress when he was a prisoner in the Tower (cp. D.N.B.). 
It should be noted, however, that Anne’s brother was none 
other than Sir Thomas Clarges, who played so important a 
part in contemporary politics as Monk’s correspondent and con- 
fidential agent. 


XXXII 

142, 13. My Lady Ormond, i.e. Elizabeth, wife of James 
Butler, twelfth Earl and first Duke of Ormond (1610-1688), 
daughter of Richard, Earl of Desmond, and Elizabeth Butler, 
the daughter of his grandfather’s brother, Earl Thomas ; con- 
sequently, she and her husband were cousins, Ormond’s 
services to the Royalist party were in due course rewarded, 
Just now, in 1652-3, he was so hard pressed for money that 
his wife came over from Caen to claim certain promises made to 
her by Cromwell. She succeeded in getting £500 in hand and 
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an allowance of £2,000 a year from estates around Dunmore 
House. She obtained a passport to leave for Ireland in August, 
1653. 

142,25. One of my Lord of Valentia’s daughters; Lord 
Valentia (Francis Annesley) was the Secretary of State at 
Dublin. 

143, 12. shall I wear, MS. P. ‘shall I weave. 


XXXII 


146, 25. Poleaxandre, i.e. Gomberville’s romance, “done into 
English by William Browne, Gent.” L’Iillustre Bassa ; cp. 
Note on p. 233, 24. 

147, 5. Praziméne: cp. “Two delightful Novels, or the 
Unlucky Fair One; being the Amours of Milistrate and 
Prazimene, Illustrated with variety of Chance and Fortune. 
Translated from the French by a Person of Quality, London.” 
[in7senm2z2: 

147, 8. The gentleman that writes this romance ; Madeleine de 
Scudéri’s romances were published under the name of Monsieur 
S., i.e. her hare-brained brother Georges. 

147,11. Is it not my good Lord of Monmouth, etc. Henry 
Carey, second Earl of Monmouth (1596-1661), an industrious 
translator of French and Italian writers. Cp. Note on p. 277, 5. 

147,19. Pipeur, MS. P. ‘ pipero.’ 

147,21. My Lord Broghill, i. Roger Boyle (1621-1679), 
famous as statesman, soldier, and dramatist. 

147,22. My Lord Saye, i.e. William Fiennes, first Viscount 
Saye and Sele (1582-1662), one of the first and most prominent 
of the opponents of CharlesI. After the king’s death he seems to 
have retired to the Island of Lundy. Hence Dorothy Osborne’s 
reference ; the romance in question is not known, and this ap- 
plies also to the alleged History of ‘Our Wars,’ by Mr. Waller, 
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XXXIV 
150, 3. im hazxarding, MS. P. ‘regarding? 


XXXV 

152, 13. though in our own country still, MS. P. ‘though in 
our own country style.’ 

152, 19. purse-strong, MS. P. purse-proud. 

153, 1. Sir Edw[ard] Hales. Sir Edward Hales was 
created titular Earl of Tenterden by James II., in 1692, in 
recognition of his past services ; in 1689 he was charged, under the 
Test Act, with high treason and being reconciled to the Church 
of Rome; he died abroad in 1695. Possibly, however, the 
reference is to his father, Sir Edward Hales, Bart., of Tunstall, 
Kent, a zealous Royalist, who died in France, soon after the 
Restoration. 

154, 14. “ William, the third Lord Byron, who married a 
Miss Chaworth (Collins, vii. 108), was now living, but we 
cannot find that he anticipated the poetical fame of his 
descendant.””— (Courtenay). 

154, 20. simple as you see it, Gc. so MS. P. ‘simple as you 
see, it was sent me... and by a person of quality. 


XXXVI 


156, 11. 157,12. if this be not enough—then I should be. 
These twenty-seven lines are now first printed. 

158, 16. duels, MS. P, * duets.’ 

159, 8. something of my Laay Carlisle’s writing; Lucy, 
Countess of Carlisle (1599-1660) was the second daughter of 
Henry Percy, ninth Earl of Northumberland, by Dorothy, 
widow of Sir Thomas Perrot, and daughter of Walter Devereux, 
Earl of Essex ; she married, in 1617, James Hay, then Lord 
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Hay of Sawley, afterwards Earl of Carlisle. Her father, then a 
prisoner in the Tower, objected tothe match. She soon became 
famous for her wit and beauty, and was belauded by the poets 
of the age, Cartwright, Carew, Herrick, Suckling, D’Avenant, 
and Waller. Her political influence gave her a great place in 
the stirring events of the time. She was Strafford’s great friend, 
but after his death “she changed her gallant from Strafford to 
Pym.” It was she who gave the warning of the King’s intended 
arrest of the five members. The story of her political intrigues 
explains Dorothy Osborne’s statement, “she is so extraordinary 
a person.” ‘Whatever Lady Carlisle hears,” Hartgill Baron 
complains in a letter to Hyde, “she immediately tells her 
nephews, Lord Lisle and Algernon Sidney, and is still Sempronia.”’ 
“ Lady Carlisle was in truth very like Sempronia,’ writes Mr. 
C. H. Frith, “the great stateswoman of Jonson’s Catiline.’ ‘She felt 
a woman’s pride in attracting to her the strong heads by which 
the world was ruled” (Gardiner, History, ix. 86). cp. D.N.B. 


XXXVII 


159, 20. at my Lord Paget’s at Marlow, i.e. at the house of 
my Lady’s (Lady Diana Rich’s) brother-in-law. Lord Paget 
(1609-1671) had played a great part, on the King’s side, in the 
great struggle. 

164, 24. Dhonnéte homme. P.‘Phonnest homme, 

166, 13. Mr, T.,so MS. P. (unnecessarily) ‘ Temple.’ 


XXXVITI 


168, 1. If want of kindness. This seems to refer back to 
Letter XXXII, in which Dorothy says, “TI can easily forgive you 
anything but want of kindness.” 


169, 10, Amestris, one of the heroines of Cyrus,” who 
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marries the wrong man, the right one having gone away in a 
fit of jealousy. “ All comes right at last, according to the laws 
of romance” (Courtenay)\; cp. 141, 4. 

169, 18. Mr. Marshall was the man that preached, i.e, 
Stephen Marshall,a Presbyterian Divine (1594 ?-1655), endowed 
with “fervid eloquence,’ one of the leading advocates for a 
reformed episcopacy and liturgy ; he took part in the famous 
“ Smectymnus ’’ pamphlet—his initials supplying the first letters 
of the name—with which Milton was so closely connected. 
The Reverend Alexander Gordon’s article in the Dictionary of 
National Biography gives a most excellent account of Marshall. 
Late in 1653 he was one of the commissioners appointed by the 
‘little parliament’ to draw up “ fundamentals of religion.” In 
the following year he was one of Cromwell’s “triers.” 
Twenty-five sermons and other works were published during 
and after his life. 

169, 21. at first with as much reverence and attention, omitted 
by P. 

L7i, 22. since, MS. P.* sure?’ 

172,10. My Lord Whitlock goes Ambassador, i.e. to Sweden. 
(See note to p. 133, 11.) “ The Journal of the Swedish Embassy” 
(pub. 1772) is a valuable historical document. 

172, 20. the Chancery were going down; about this time 
there were various plans for reforming the Chancery, and even 
superseding it, by the Common Law. 

172, 22. My Lord Keble’s son, i.e. Joseph Keble (1632- 
1710), barrister and essayist ; his father, Richard Keble, judge, 
was called Lord Keble, in virtue of his office as one of the three 
commissioners appointed after the execution of Charles I. to 
hold in custody the great seal. In April, 1654, he was removed 


from this office. 
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XXXIX 

175, 16. in the kingdom, MS. P. ‘in the world, 

175, 21. My Lady Isabella, i.e. Lady Diana’s sister, married to 
Sir James Thynne. 

176, 9. lady, MS. P. § thing.’ 

176, 18. My Lord Pembroke and my Lady. I do not think 
the reference is to Lady Anne Clifford’s unhappy marriage with 
Philip Herbert, fourth Earl of Pembroke, who died in 1650 ; 
probably the domestic relations of the fifth Earl (Philip Herbert, 
1619-1669) are the subject of Dorothy Osborne’s observations. 

178, 2. generally, MS. P. ‘formerly.’ 

178, 13. tabour, MS. P. ‘labour.’ 


XL 
182, 10. P. punctuates as follows :—‘ but on Tuesday he did 
come to town, on Wednesday carried the letter himself, etc. 
183, 13. amazed, MS. P. ‘annoyed 


XLI 


TOO) Lalani Ne be eee, 

190,17. My Lady Anne Blunt, the second daughter of 
Mountjoy Blount, Lord Mountjoy and Earl of Newport, and 
Anne, daughter of John, Baron Boteler of Bramfield, Hertford- 
shire. In 1637 Lady Newport was induced by her sister, the 
wife of Endymion Porter, to declare herself a Catholic, much to 
her husband’s resentment. ‘The reference in this letter and the 
next is to the daughter’s running off with ‘William Blunt.” 


XLII 
195, 22. cozen, MS. P. ‘trouble.’ 
196, 25. to my last, MS. P. ‘to my cost.’ 
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XLII 
200, 9g. bare, MS. P. ‘base.’ 


XLV 
205, 7. For am read aim. 
206, 14. fault, MS. P. ‘faults.’ 15, made, MS. P. make. 


XLVIII 
216, 11. of the probability. P. omits. 
216, 25. a more Romance story, MS. P.‘a Romance story.’ 
218, 1. Arme and the little house there. Is “ Arme”’ the little 
island “Herm” off Guernsey? I am inclined to hazard the 
suggestion. (cp. Arbry=Erbury ; h, silent.) 


XLIX 
219, 1-2. of what—measure. P. omits. 
222, 4. strange, MS. P. ‘stronger.’ 
222, 21. upon condition. P. omits. 
222, 24. happiness, MS. P. ‘ happiest.’ 
223, 1. should not above, MS. P. ‘should not be above.’ 


L 

225, 10. ten thousand, MS. P. ‘ the thousand, 

226, 3. Well, the next servant, etc. It has been in 
vain attempted to identify the lady’s numerous suitors” 
(Courtenay). 

226, 9. inconsiderable, MS. P. ‘ inconsolable,’ 

226, 15. the Queen of Sweden's kind letter to the King of the Scots ; 
“ Christina was perhaps more likely,’’ observes Courtenay, “than 
any Queen of Sweden to eommit a vagary of this sort; but we 
never heard of her letter to Charles II., evenif we are to suppose 


that he is designated as King of Scots,” 
226, 22. at Wrest, in Bedfordshire, at this time the seat of 
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Anthony Grey, eleventh Earl of Kent. According to Britton, 
there is at Wrest a picture of Sir William Temple, copied from 
Lely. 

230, 6. this journey; Sir William Temple was going to visit 
his father in Ireland. 


LI 
231, 8. My Lady Devonshire, ie. Christiana Cavendish, 
Countess of Devonshire, daughter of Edward Bruce of Kinloss ; 
in token of her father’s services, she received from the King a 
grant of £10,000 on the occasion of her marriage. Her hus- 
band died in 1628. She was one of the great champions of the 
King’s cause. Edward Waller dedicated to her his * Epistles,’ 
with its concluding ‘Epistle to the Duchess.’ Her daughter, 
Anne, also the friend of men of letters, married: Robert, Lord 
Rich, heir of the Earl of Warwick ; she died suddenly in 1638. 

Waller’s lines are well known :— 


“ The Lady Rich is dead. 
Heartrending news ! and dreadful to those few 
Who her resemble and her steps pursue, 
That Death should licence have to range among 
The fair, the wise, the virtuous, and the young.” 


232,24. The first part of Lord Broghill’s tedious romance 
Parthenissa was just published in this year 16543; the complete 
edition appeared in 1665 and 1677. 

233, 24. L’Illustre Bassa ; i.e. “ Ibrahim, ou L’Illustre Bassa,” 
another of Malle. de Scudéri’s romances, first published in 1635, 
and translated into English by Henry Cogan (London, 1652, fol.). 
Elkanah Settle’s tragedy, “¢ [brahim or the Illustrious Bassa,” 1677, 
was founded on this romance ; it should, perhaps, be pointed out 
that Georges de Scudéri had already in 1643 dramatized the 
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main fable of Ibrahim (cp. Wilson, Dunlop’s History of Fiction, 
li. 432). 

234, 7- Ambitioned, etc.; the New English Dict. quotes for 
ambitioned, as past part., (1) from F. Greville, Life of Sidney, 
a1628=made desirous ; (2) 1664, desired strongly ; (3) eagerly 
sought after; and as adj. 1670, ‘eagerly seeking or desiring.’ 
No quotation is given from Lord Broghill’s work ; nor is this 
interesting reference given from these letters. 

As regards ignore, the following points are of special signifi- 
cance, in view of Dorothy Osborne’s objection to the word : the 
transitive use of the word ‘not to know, to be ignorant of,’ was 
(according to Dr. Johnson) supposed to have originated with 
Robert Boyle, “but it has not been received” ; Dr. Johnson’s 
view was erroneous, though the N. E. D. carefully records the fact 
that the word occurs frequently in Robert Boyle’s works ; it 
occurs earlier in English. Robert Boyle was, of course, Roger 
Boyle’s (Lord Broghill’s) brother ; it is a pity that this reference 
from the Letters is also omitted from the dictionary. 

‘Concernment’ occurs in Parthenissa, e.g. “ Your concernments for 
her misfortunes will put a period to them’’; under “concern” the 
N.E.D. refers to this censure by Dorothy Osborne on the use of 
‘concern’ or ‘of great concern’: cp. p. 236, I. 

237, 11. send me a tortoise shell one, to keep it on, thatis a little 
less; so MS. P. ‘send me a tortoise one that is a little less.’ 

LII. 

238, 1. They say you gave order for this vast paper, so MS. 
P. ‘ They say you gave order for this waste paper.’ 

238, 5. Dr. Taylor, i.e. Jeremy Taylor (1613-1667). His 
three great works, ‘4 Discourse of the Liberty of Prophesying’ 
(1646), ‘The Rule and Exercises of Holy Living’ (1650), and 
‘The Rule and Exercises of Holy Dying’ (1651), had already, by 
this time, been given to the world. 
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241, 18. Fernando Mendex Pinto. “This Pinto visited many 
parts of the East, then little known, and professes to have landed 
in the Gulf of Pekin. What he wrote of the Chinese is said to 
agree with what late observers have reported; yet it is a little 
suspicious that he relates conversations which were carried on 
among the Chinese, of whose language he did not understand 
one word. Mrs. Osborne probably read the French quarto of 
1628” (Courtenay). 

242,17. Mrs. Goldsmith, wife of the vicar of Campton. 

243, 11. negligé, so MS. P. ‘negligée.’ 

244, 7. despisable, so MS. P. ‘ despicable.’ 

244, 22. there are at least . . . tricks, so MS. P. omits the 
words from ‘that have — persons.’ 


LIII 


252, 5. Robin C., probably Robin or Robert Cheeke. 

254, 3- is not his name Bagshaw ? Edward Bagshaw, the elder 
(d. 1662), was a politician and author ; originally puritanic, he 
subsequently joined the King’s side, was taken prisoner by the 
parliamentary party in 1644, and consigned to the King’s Bench 
prison, where he wrote most of his works. Possibly it is not 
he, but his son, Edward Bagshaw, who is mentioned as ‘ railing 
on fove and women.’ If so, the railer was a young man at the 
time, having been born in 1629. In the year of his death was 
published his “¢ Antidote on Mr, Baxter's Treatise of Love and 
Marriage.” 

254, 11. The Woman at Somerset House. The allusion is prob- 
ably to a crazy ‘prophetess,’ Mrs. Hannah Trupnell by name, 
or one of her kind. The identification is due to Mr. Parry. 


LIV 
257,18. Sir Jobn Tufton, a member of the great Tufton 
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family long established in Kent. ‘No fewer than fifty members 
of the family lie interred in the Tufton Chapel at Rainham 
Church, Kent, conspicuous among them, Nicholas, third Earl 
of Thanet (1631-1679).’ Avyear after the date of Dorothy 
Osborne’s letter (in 1665) this Nicholas, returning from abroad, 
was arrested and committed to prison on a charge of conspiracy 
against the Protector. wv. D.N.B. sub Sackville Tufton, ninth 
Earl of Thanet. 

258,11. 259,14. I have read—You can only tell; these 
twenty-eight lines are now printed for the first time. 


LV 


261, 7. I lost the best father in the world in March, 1654. 

265, 3. Have no apprebensions for me, so MS. P. ‘ from 
me. 

265, 5. My melancholy bas no danger in it, so MS. P. 
“anger. 

LVI 

266, 4. no forwarder, so MS. P. ‘so forward.’ 

267, 24. My Lord Marquis Hertford has lost his eldest son, my 
Lord Beauchamp; the Marquis was William Seymour first Mar- 
quis (and second Earl) of Hertford, whose romantic marriage 
with Arabella Stuart in 1610 brought so much trouble to 
husband and wife. After Arabella’s death he married Frances, 
daughter of Robert, Earl of Essex, and had by her Henry, Lord 
Beauchamp, whose death in 1654 is here mentioned. The 
widow was Mary, eldest daughter of Arthur, Lord Capel of 
Hadham. 

268, 3. My Lord Cambden, i.e. Baptist Noel, second Baron 
Noel, and third Viscount Campden, and Baron Hicks of 
Ilmington (1611-1682) ; he was regarded with great suspicion 
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by the Commonwealth, owing to his devotion to the royalist 
cause. On the Restoration he was made captain of a troop of 
horse, and Lord Lieutenant of Ireland. Nothing is known 
concerning the duel with Mr. Stafford. 


LVII 

This is the only letter, or portion of a letter, preserved from 
all those addressed by Sir William Temple to Dorothy Osborne. 

269, 1. this is no artificial—lover. These eight lines are now 
printed for the first time. 

271, 3. for all the good Iam ever like to have, omitted in P. 

272, 7. You may command me over (i.e. to England), so MS. 
P. reads ‘ever.’ 

272,15. Let us but scape—us, so MS. P. ‘Let us but hope 
this cloud, this absence that has overcast all my contentment, may 
pass away, and I am confident there's a clear sky attends us. 


LVIII 


272, EZ. 725, SON Ow ben otSeut 

275, 1. Diffidences, so MS. P. differences. 

276, 5. The new discovered plot against the Protector. But my 
Lord of Dorchester, they say, has, etc. It is not known that 
Henry Pierrepont, first Marquis of Dorchester (1606-1680), 
though a royalist, was implicated in any plot at this time ; 
indeed, he was associated rather with study, especially law and 
medicine ; his brother, William Pierrepont, was among Crom- 
well’s most intimate friends and wisest councillors, and was able 
to do his brother good service when in danger of being taxed as 
a delinquent. 

276, 11. Lady M— Sandis; the wife of William, Lord 
Sandys, and daughter of the Earl of Salisbury. 

276, 24. Lom Paunton and J. Morton ; I cannot identify these 
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characters, nor Mr. Stanley and Mrs. Witherington, p. 
277, 4+ 

277, §- Mrs. Philadelphia Carey, second daughter of Thomas 
Carey, younger son of the first Earl of Monmouth; her father 
had died without male issue in 1634. His brother, Henry, 
succeeded to the Earldom in 1639, and died in 1661; he had 
two sons, Lionel, the elder, who was slain at the battle of 
Marston Moor, 1644; and Henry, Lord Leppington, who 
married Mary, daughter of Lord Scrope ; he fell a victim to the 
smallpox in 1649, leaving one son, who died in 1653, tbe last 
heir to the Earldom. Cp. p. 69, 23 147, 11. 


LIX 
281, 6, After her mother, so MS. P.‘ After her mother’s 
death.’ 
281,17. I am much the same person I was, at least in being 
yours, so MS, P. ‘I am much the same person at heart I was,’ etc. 


LX 
284, 2-3. I have made—persuade him. Now first printed. 


LXI 

285, 14. Unseasonable,so MS. P. ‘unreasonable.’ 

286, 5. My Lady Talmache, i.e. Elizabeth Murray, Countess 
of Dysart ; in 1647 she married her first husband, Sir Lionel 
Tollemache ; he died in 1668; she subsequently married the 
Duke of Lauderdale, Scandal seems to have made pretty free 
with her; and Burnet, who describes her as ‘a woman of great 
beauty and of far greater parts,’ though at first her panegyrist, 
was afterwards her determined enemy. She is said to be the 
original of Widow Blackacre in Wycherley’s ‘ Plain Dealer.’ 

286, 19. Your cousin Hammond is going thither to be in Ludlow's 
place ; Colonel Robert Hammond (1621-1654) was the grand- 
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son of Dr. John Hammond, He stood high in Cromwell’s 
favour and regard, and he was entrusted with the custody of 
the king from 13 Nov. 1647 to Nov. 1648. 

In August 1654 he was appointed a member of the Irish 
Council ; he went over at once, but was seized with a fever 
and died early in October. His wife was Mary, the only 
daughter of John Hampden. 

Edmund Ludlow, the regicide, was at this time still Lieu- 
tenant-General of Ireland, though in view of his attitude 
towards Cromwell’s authority as Protector, his removal was 
being considered. In January 1655 Fleetwood at last de- 
manded the surrender of his commission. (cp. D.N.B.) 

286, 23. My poor Lady Vavasour, i.e. Ursula Gifford of 
Staffordshire, the wife of Sir Thomas Vavasour ; she was im- 
plicated in the plot against the Protector, cp. 301, 22. 

288, 23. Here are some verses of Cowley’s ; the four books 
of Cowley’s Davideis, appeared in 1656, at the end of the 
folio volume containing (1) ‘ Miscellanies’ (2) ‘The Mistress,’ 
and (3) the ‘Pindarique Odes.’ Dorothy Osborne had evi- 
dently been reading the poem in manuscript, or in a private 
impression. The passage sent by her to Sir William Temple 
is in Bk. IT. (cp. p. 324). 

LXII 


291,13. Soubais; MS. soubait corrected to ‘soubais.” P. 
‘ soubait.’ 


LXIV 
294,10. Who is, though a very good woman, the most trouble- 
some, so MS.  P. ‘ who is thought a very good woman, but,’ etc. 


LXV 
298, 14. You little think I have been with Lilly, i.e. William 


Ee 


Lilly the notorious astrologer (1602-1681), the ‘ Sidrophel’ of 
Butler’s Hudibras (Bk, II. iii. 105, etc.) -— 


“That deals in destiny’s dark counsels 
And sage opinions of the moon sells,” 
Cp. 17, 19. 
298,25. Could have been more to seek, so MS. P. ‘could 
have been more puzzled to seek.” 


LXVI 

301, 22. I am confident the five Portugals, The allusion is 
to the trial and condemnation of the Portuguese Ambassador’s 
brother, Don Pantaleon Sa, and four of his men, for a brutal attack 
upon certain Englishmen, 

‘The plotters’ were John Gerard, Peter Vowel, and Somerset 
Fox ; the two former were executed. The plot has already 
been referred to ; cp. p. 286, 2, 3. 

302, 3. 4 play ‘ The Lost Lady ;’ by Sir William Berkeley 
(d. 1677), Governor of Virginia ; published in 1638 ; reprinted 
in Hazlitt’s Dodsley’s Old English Plays, vol. xii. The heroine 
of this vigorous tragi-comedy, Hermione, after many adventures 
for true love’s sake, is very nearly poisoned by her lover. 
Here is a most appropriate passage from the part taken by 
Dorothy Osborne :— 


“Good, my lord, give me leave again to say, 
I dare not understand you; you are too noble 
To glory in the conquest of a heart 
That ever hath admir’d you; and to think 
You can so far forget your birth and virtue, 
As to believe me fit to be your wife, 

Were a presumption that swelling pride 
Must be the father of, which never yet 
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My heart could be allied to. Continue, prince ; 
Be the example of a constant love, 

And let not your Milesia’s ashes shrink 

With a new-piercing cold, which they will feel 
I’ th’ instant that your heart shall be consenting 
To any new affection; and give me leave to say, 
Your mind can ne’er admit a noble love, 

If it hath banish’d hers your memory.” 


LXVII 

304, 24. 4 maid of honour to the Queen of Bobemia, i.e. 
Elizabeth, the famous eldest daughter of James I. (1596-1662), 
the wife of the Elector Frederick—“ the Queen of Hearts,” as 
she was called (cp. Dr. A. W. Ward’s Life, and Bibliography, 
D.N.B.) 

305, 9. John Greenvill’s sister ; their father was Sir Bevil 
Grenville (1596-1643), the royalist, whose influence in Corn- 
wall had done so much for the king’s cause. John Grenville, 
the son, took an active part in politics, on the same side as 
his father before him. In 1661 he was created Earl of Bath, 
Viscount Lansdowne, and Baron Grenville of Kilkhampton 
and Bideford. (cp, D.N.B.) 

305, 1. train, so MS.; P. ‘tongue.’ 


LXIX 


307,18. I value... certainly; P. ‘I value little as any 
body in the world and in this age of changes but certainly.’ 


LXX 
312, 12. diverted ; P. ‘devoted.’ 
LXXI 
313, 4. MS. affection ; P. ‘ affections.’ 
$32 
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314, 1. This passage is much mutilated in the MS., but the 
reading here given contains every letter that can be made out :— 

“Tf your occasions will g(ive you the excuse), as soon as you have 
rece(ived this letter com)e down to Canterbury. Send (somebody) 
when you are there,” etc. 

Parry’s version runs as follows :— 

“Tf your occasions will (serve) come down to Canterbury. Send 
someone when you are there,’ etc. 


ADDITIONAL LETTERS. 
319, 3. The Three Kings; P. “the Three Rings.” 


LETTER FROM DIANA TEMPLE. 


320. See Preface. The endorsement “ My Di” omitted by 
C. (Courtenay), and P. 

320, 6. but I ought never to have done. C.P. ‘but I thought 
never to have done.’ 

320, 8. so very happy in my new closet. C. P. ‘so very 
happy in my new clothes.’ 

320, 10. if papa was here. C. P. ‘if papa was near,’ 

320, 13. sate. C. P. ‘set.’ 

320, 16. MonsieurGoré andI. C.P. ‘ Monsieur Gore and I’ 

320, 19. all the fair ladies. C. P. ‘all the fine ladies,’ 

320, 22. you will meet with nobody more glad to see you than, 
sir, your most, etc. C. P. ‘meet nobody more glad to see you 
than your most, etc.’ 

320, 24. The date is omitted by C. P. 

320, 25. The words, “ For Sir William Temple,” are omitted 


by C, P. 
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Index 


Abradate and Panthée, 164. 

Admire, to wonder, 5, etc. 

Aglatides, Amestris and, 141. 

Ague, 13, etc. 

Alcidiana, 47. 

Ale, drinking of, 47. 

Almanzor, 46 (see Note). 

Althorp, r19. 

£* Amant non Aimé, L’,”’ 139; 140. 

Amant Absent, L’, 139; 140. 

“ Amant dont la Mattresse est 
morte, L’,”’ 139. 

* Amant Jaloux, 7, ” 139, 140. 

Ambitioned (an affected expres- 
sion, 234 (see Note). 

Amestris and Aglatides, 
169 (cp. Note). 

Arbry, or Erbury, Mr., his pro- 
phecy, 62; 63 (see Note). 

Artemtse, 42. 

Arundell, Lord, 69. 

Artibie, Prince, 141. 

Arme (the “little house at”’), 218 
(see Note). 

Ask for (to ask about), 58. 

Aveugle, la belle, 32 (see ‘‘Philip’’). 


B., Mr. (a friend of Cousin Moll’s, 
and suitor of Dorothy’s), 
78; 96; 99. 

B., James, 242; 258; 267. 

B., (that ill-looked fellow ’’), 
257 (thrice). 

Babram (a village near Cam- 
bridge), 19 (see Note). 

Baily (or bailiff), 235. 

Baited, to be, 67. 


Tare 


Bagshaw, 254 (see Note). 

Ballad (sent by D.O. to Temple),65. 

Bassa, L’tllustre, 146; 233 (see 
Note). 

Battledore and Shuttlecock, 46. 

Baucts and Philemon, 218. 

Beauchamp, Lord, eldest son of 
the Marquis of Hertford, 
267 (see Note). 

Bedford, 9. 

Bedfordshire, 220; 278. 

Bedford Street, 89; 92. 

Bedlam, go. 

Bedstaves, 178. 

Beagle (used metaphorically of 
one of Dorothy’s suitors, 
whom Temple had called 
“a whelp’’), 226. 

Beggars, 1, 266, 274. 

BELIEFS AND SUPERSTITIONS :— 

See “charms,”  ‘‘ death’s 
head,” ‘faith healing,” 
“hair,” “ ill-looked,” “ Lilly,” 
“‘pease-cod,”’ ‘‘ring,” ‘* twee- 
zers,” ‘‘ Valentine,” ‘‘witch.” 

Better than (= rie than), 308. 

Biron, Lord, 15 

Block (i.e. the *taftold), 40. 

Blunt, Lady Anne, 190; 193 
(see Note). 

Blunt, or Blount, Mr., 194. 

Blushing, 40, etc. 

Breda, 10. 

Brickhill (“‘ Little” and ‘‘ Great’’) 
about seventeen miles west 
from Chicksands, 240; 241. 

Britomars, 42. 
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Broghill, Lord, 110; 147; 154 
236 (see Note). 

By the head and shoulders, 219. 

Bohemia, Queen of, 304 (see 
Note). 

Brookes, Mrs., 259. 

Bussy, 37- 


C., Robin, 252 (see Note). 

Cambden, Lord, his duel with 
Mr. Stafford, 268 (see Note). 

Cambridge, 91; 99. 

Camilla, Mrs., 241. 

“ Candles,”’ ‘‘no light but,” 198. 

Canterbury, 314. 

Card-playing, 40, etc. 


Carey, Lady, 69. 

Carey, Mrs. Philadelphia, 277 
(see Note). 

Carlisle, Lady, 159; 165; 175 
(see Note). 


Carried, to be (in a chair), 285. 
Carrier, the (as the conveyer of 
letters), 26, etc. See ‘* Har- 
rold’’ and “ Collins.’ 
Celibacy of priests, question of, 
in the ‘“‘ Roman Church,” 177. 
* Cell,” Dorothy’s, 239. 


Chambers, Mrs., 42; 55; 133. 

Chancery, proposed abolition of, 
172. 

Chandos. See Shandoys. 

Charcoal, 235. 


Charms eek to cure diseases, 
etc.), 13; 146. 
yp icing (i.e. ear or fire-place), 


G hited head, (Lord Pembroke’s), 
177. 
Cer ie Cheeke, Sir Thomas, 


Cheek, i Cheeke, Tom (Dorothy’s 
cousin), 102; 108; 114 (see 
Note). 

Chicksands, 9; 270. 

China, story of (written by Fer- 
nando Mendez Pinto, a 
Portuguese), 241. 

China trunk, 24r. 

Christmas Day, 198. 


Clack of a mill, 223, 303. 

Cléobuline, Princesse, 140. 

Coin money, to, 41. 

Cold, to get a, 5, etc. 

Cooper, Mr. (portrait painter), 
103 ; 283 (see Note). 

Copyn, Mr., in Fleet Street, 182. 

Cléopatre, a voluminous French 
romance, by Calprenéde, 37 ; 
42; 57.5585) 73° 

Coleraine. Lord, daughter of, 4. 

Collins, 26 (thrice); 183; 192° 
220. 

Compton, 69; 81 (see Note). 

“ Concernment,’’ 234 (see Note). 

** Concern,” 234 (bts); 236. 

“Conductor,” 256. 

Cornwall, 138. 

Courages (pl. of courage), 281. 

Courtesy, .or curtsey (ceremony 
of), 2173; 249, etc. 

Covent Garden, 8; 89; 92. 

Cowley (the poet), 288 (see Note). 

Cromwell, Henry, 49 ; 3E48)5 
205 (see Note). 

Coxcombs, 146. 

Cross-accidents, 217. 

Crystal box (loss of), 242. 

Gankolds 118 (see Horns). 

Customs, see ‘‘Manners.” 

Cut no love, tweezers shall, 217. 

Cyrus, “Le Grand Cyrus,” the 
famous romance by Made- 
leine de Scudéri, 91; 96; 
1043 1393; 1643; I9r; 234 
(see Note). 


D., Mr., 257 (dts). 

Dr—, Mr., 209; 217. 

Damask Street (Dublin), 268 ; 291. 

Dances and Duels, 158. 

Danvers, H., 100. 

David and Jonathan, friendships 
of, 289 (see Note). 

Death of Dorothy’s father, 261 
(see Note); of her mother, 3. 

Délie (name of a character in 
** Cléopatre’’), 58. See Cléo- 
patre. 

Desperate (i.e, “ bad’’) debts, 7. 
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Devonshire, Lady, 231 (see Note 

Diana, Lady, see Rich ; : 

Disease of Serpe wits, 
the, 33. 

Divination. See“ pease-cod ’’and 
** Valentine.” 

Dolphin. See Neptune. 

Doralise, 164. 

Dorchester, tea, 
Note) 

* Dozed (or “dos’d”’) with cold, 


“spleen ” as 


£3;5.2700{See 


35. 

Dreams, Dorothy’s, 16, etc. 

Drink a health, to, 41. 

Dublin, 240; 241; 256; 266; 
268 ; 3 283; 5) 200. 

Duels: one of Dorothy’s suitors 
engaged in, 2; Mr. Stafford 
and Lord Shandoys. Mr. 
Stafford and Lord Cambden. 

Dumb gentlemen, two, (one of 
whom had been Dorothy’s 
suitor), 164. 

Dumps, the, 30. 


Emerald “ doublet” (a kind of 
ring), 16. 

Meee the. See Isham. 

Bngagement, Dorothy’s forimer, 2. 

Epsom, 5; 95; 119; 123, etc. 
See also ** waters.” 

Essences, 221. 

Essex, 108. 

Exchange, the, 57; 58. 

“* Extreme, to some” 
phrase), 126. 


(a new 


F., Mrs., 107. 

Faggots, 143. 

Fainest (superl. of fain), 22. 

Faith-healing (Lady Tolmache’s 
assertion of curing herself 
from small-pox), 286. 

Fiennes, Wm., Lord Say and 
Sele (see Note). 

Fine gentleman, a, 4. 


Fish, Mr., 96; 242; 243. 
Fleet Street, 182; 183. 
Fleetwood, Henry Cromwell's 


brother, 84. 


“* Blower Pott,’ the,’57. Seealso 
** Heams.” 

Flower-de-luce, 115 (bis). 

Flying machines, 163. 

France, 229. 

Franklin, Mr., husband of Doro- 
thy’s cousin, 194 (bts). 

Franklin, Mrs., send cousin, 


II0; II4; 1573-3 
Freeman, Mr.,95 ; 105; er (bis) 


257. 
Fretcheville, Mrs., 278. 
Fortune, blindness of, 27. 
Froward child, to wrangle and 
fight like (Dorothy’s de- 
scription of Lord Leicester), 
brag 


Garden, New Spring, 28r. 

Garden, Old Spring, 242. 

Garlands. See ‘‘ Willow.” 

** General” (the name given to 
Oliver Cromwell), 60; 148. 
His son, 84. His secretary, 


92. 

Gentleman, that came upstairs 
in a basket, 49. 

Gerard, or Gerrard, Mrs., 277; 
281. 

Gibson, ‘Mr., 163; 240; 249. 

Gifford, Lady, Temple’ s sister 
(see Note). 

Glass, Dorothy’s, 283. 

Glasses (for essences), 221. 

Gloucestershire, 58; 80. 

Goat Tavern, The, 89; 92; 317. 

Goldsmith. See Walker. 

Goldsmith, Mrs., 235; 242 (see 
Note). 

“Good natures” described, 2444 

Goré, Monsieur, 320. 

Goring House, 1 (see Note). 

Gout, 146. 

Gravesend, 290. 

“Gravity, Spanish,” 15. 

Greenland, 274. 

Greenvil, or Grenvile, Sir John, 
305 (see Note). See Thornhill. 

Greenwich (Greenwich Palace), 
162. 
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Grey, Mr., 23 (see Note); his 
“frozen heart,” 24. 

Grey, Lady, 219. See Pooley. 

Greyhounds, 84; 148; 255. 

Gwynne, Nell, 320. 


Hair (custom of powdering), 243; 
‘hard hair’ believed to ac- 
company ill-nature, and ‘ soft 
hair’ good-nature, 237. 

Hales, Sir Edward (a ‘“‘ purse- 
strong and wilful person ”’), 
152 (see Note). 

Hammond, Temple’s cousin, 36}; 
286 (see Note). 

Harrison, Mrs., 110. 

Harrold (the carrier), 26; 151; 
182 (bts). 

Harry, Dorothy’s cousin, 43. 

Harry, Dorothy’s brother, 793 

130. 

‘Hart, The White’ (near St. 
James’s), 280. 

Hats (to “pull off hats to one 
another’’), 70. 

Hawking, 157. 

‘Head’ (for seal), 28; 29; 313 
129. See also Seals. 

Heams, of the ‘‘ Flower Pott,” 
just above the Exchange, 
heed 64 ; 69; and see “‘ Flower 


Heir (in the sense of heiress), 257. 
Heningham, Mr., 160 (bis); 277. 
Hermits, 250. 

s Heroes and Senators of Rome,’ 
228. 

Hertford, Lord Marquis, death 
of his eldest son, 267. See 
Beauchamp. 

Holland, rr. 

Holland, Lady, 212. 

Holland, Lord, daughter of, 20 
(see Note). 

Hollingsworth, Mr., 91; 96; 


104; IQI. 

Horns (of a cuckold), 115. 

Hoskins (portrait painter), 103. 

Howard, Arundell or Arundel, 29; 
33 (see Note). 


Howard, Lady Betty, 277. 

Howard, Mr., 29 (see Note). 

Howard, Mr., and Mrs. Harrison, 
110; III. 

Howard, Mrs., 277. 

Hyde Park, 82; see also “ Park 


Ignore (an affected expression), 
234. 

“Til-looked”” (ie. ‘ evil-eyed’), 
257. 

Impertinent (pointless), 56, etc. 


Indias, the, 31; 38. 
Indifferent to ey of no conse- 


quence to), 5 Fe 

‘Interest in” ax interest with), 
38. 

Ireland,” 1423) 2023 (22x 552423 
266. 

Isabella, Lady (sister of Lady 


Diana), 109; 175 (see Note). 
Isham, Justinian, Sir ‘‘ Solomon,” 
also nicknamed by Dorothy 
the ‘‘ Emperor,” 3; 28; 29; 
38; 85; 93; 100; 105; 
120; 143; 145 (see Note). 
Italy, Italian, 16; 17; 29 


J. B.5 2676 

James, Dorothy’s suitor, 
258. 

Jané,. rro3. 1533), 762.) veters, 
also referred to as Temple’s 
“ Fellow-servant.”” 

Jenny, Temple’s cousin, 259. 

John Temple, Sir, 142. See 
Temple. 

John, Dorothy’s brother, 80. 
Jones (the saddler, of Suffolk 
House), 139}; 171; 198. 

Justice of (the) Peace, 157. 


Keble, Lord, son of, 
Note). 

Kempston, Mrs., 258. 

Kent, 278; 290; 292. 

Kimbolton, 102; 252. 

King, and his confederate—story 
of Amasis and Polycrates, 
1g (see Note). 


235; 


172 (see 
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King, losses of the, 297. 
‘ Kings,” the “ Three,” 319. 
Knowlton, 153. 


L—’s, Lord, his want of principle, 
249, etc, 

Lee or Leigh, Lord,daughter of,143. 

“ Leg,” ceremony of a, 94; 176; 
249, etc. 

Leicester, Lord and Lady, 177. 

Lent, as a time for mortification, 
258, etc. 

Léontine, Belle, 141. 

Leppington, Lady, 80. 

Less (i.e. smaller), 3I, etc. 

Letter in Latin (by Sir “‘ Solomon” 
Justinian, about Dorothy), 


29. 
Lexington, Lady, 84. 
Lie at (to stay at), 14, etc. 
Lilly (or Lely), the portrait 
painter, 71; 159. 

Lilly (the famous necromancer 
and diviner), 17; 298. 
Lion, and “ flower-de-luce,” 115. 
Lisle, Lord, 28; pet Tas 5. %72. 

Littleton, Sir eee 277. 

Lobster, the “ lady POL the, Or 
(see N ote). 

Lock, of hair, sent by parle to 
Dorothy, 2375 25 

Lodgers, removal of, rigptidden, 
for a fortnight, 278. 

London, 11; 15; 27; 80; 180; 
192; 220; 221; 240; 267. 

Lorne, Ballad of the Lord of, 65 
(see Note). 

“Lost Lady” (a play), 302 (see 
Note). 

Ludlow, 286. 

Luke, Mr., 64 (see Note). 

‘* Luke, Sir Samuel,” 64. 

Lundy, Isle of, 147 (see Note). 


Malo, St., 18; 128. 
Manchester, Lord, ro2 (see Note). 
MANNERS, CUSTOMS AND FASHIONS: 
See “ale, MMCATDIY, 4 - Dalted, ~ 
2 battledore, ars bed-staves,”” 
* beliefs,’”” “ block, eel Cards 27 


“ carried,” “ carriers,”’ ‘ coin- 
ing, ” “ courtesies,” te duels,” 
air, ” “hawking,” “ her- 
mits,” “leg,” “letter, ih “Lilly” 
re lock, ” © lodgers, «6 mar. 
riage act, Read, Marshall, 
““ masks,” “* newsbook,” 
“* night - cloak,” ee nuts,” 
Ovid, aes P arks’’ and 
‘e Gardens, 66 plot, 46 Pope,” 
Portuguese, ”? “ Power of the 
county,” “ Proverbs,”’ ‘‘Race 


Meeting,” id Romances,” 
“seals,” “slashes,’’ “ stand- 
ish,” ‘‘ steel,” ‘ tennis,” 
“ Trupnel,” “ Valentine,” 
“Waters,” “willow  gar- 
lands.” 


Marlow (Lord Paget’s seat), 159. 

Marriage Act, 133. 

Marriage in Cana of Galilee, 17. 

Marshall, Mr., 169; 171 (see 
Note). 

Masks (i.e. masquerades), 15. 

Masty (a mastiff), 84 

Medicine, 5, etc. 

Metcalf, Mr., ro. 

Michaelmas, 129}; 137; 153. 

Mildmay, Mrs. (‘a _ famous 
beauty ’), 259 (bts). 

Moll, Dorothy’s cousin, 43; 67; 
78's 87,5, Cte. 

Monk, General (his unfortunate 
marriage), 138. His bro- 
ther, tbid. (See Note.) 

Monmouth, Lord, 147 (see Note). 

Moor Park, 102; 159; 194; 


252. 
* Moped,’ 72, 307. 

Morton, J., 276. 

Moss, 179. 

Mother, Dorothy’s, 3; 11; 107; 


245. 
Motion (proposal), 3, etc. ; (move- 
ment), 272, etc. 


Nan. See Stacy. 

Newcastle, Lady, 90; 247 (see 
Note). 

Newport, Lady (see Note), 23r. 
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Nevill, Mr., r1o. 

Nice (particular), 18, etc. 

Nieces, i gee 793 
179; 

Night- 3car oma night-gown, 243. 

Northamptonshire, 13 ; 235 ; 267. 

Nuts (used in a boy’s game), 29. 


‘ O.’s husband, Miss,’ 296. 

Onyx (seal cut out of an), 31. 

Orange-flower-water, 57; 60; 65. 

Ormond, Lady, 142 (see Note). 

Osborne, D. (signature of), 8; 
253 343 202. 

Osborne, Dorothy’s cousin, 91. 

Osborne, Lady Bridget (married 
to Dorothy’s cousin), 107 
(bis) ; 150. 

Ovid (Dorothy’s reading of), 218. 

Oxford, 29. Letter sent by Temple 
to Dorothy from, ro9. 


Pagett, or Paget, Lord, 109; 159 
(see Note). 

Painter, or Paynter, Mrs. (or 
Lady), 8, 26 ; 89; 92. 

Panthée, 164. See Abradate. 

Paraphrase upon ‘‘the friend- 
ships of David and Jona- 
than,” 289. 

Pardon (i.e. reprieve), 4o. 

Park, St. James’s, 242. 

Park, the, 4523 281 

“ Hyde,’ 


129; 


(see also 


Parliament, dissolved by Crom- 
well, 60 (see Note). 

Parthenissa, 232 (see Note). 

Pattern of Wisdom, 4. 

Paunton, Col., 276. 

Paunton, Tom, 276. 

Pease-cod, used for divination, 


299. 

Pembroke, Lord and Lady, 176 
(see Note). 

Penshurst (seat of Lord Leicester), 


177. 
Percy, Lady Anne, 24 (see Note). 
Perfect Friend, Dorothy’s ideal of 


a, 156. 
Perfect Husband, Dorothy’s ideal 
of a, 157. 


Peters, ges (Dorothy’s cousin), 
108 ; 

Peyton, ‘sir Thomas, Dorothy’s 
brother - in - law, 795.4033 
137; 144; 148; 150; 152-3 ; 
162; 257; 267; 287; 304; 
311. His letter to Dorothy, 


152-3. 

Philip II. (of France), 32. 

“* Philosophe,” 124. 

Phrases (new p. of the town), 126. 

Pim (or Pym), Mr., 

“ Pipeur” (Lord’ Monmouth’s 
mistake), 147. 

Plain-heartedness, 137. 

Play, called ‘“‘ The Lost Lady,’’ 
302 (see Note). 


Plague, 19. 

Pleasinger (compar. of “ pleas- 
ing”), 237. 

Plot (against the Protector), 


287 (see Note). 
Plotters, the three (condemned 
by the High Court of Justice), 


301. 

Poems, book of, by Lady New- 
castle, 75 (see Note). 

Polexandre, 146 (see Note). 

Pooley (sister of Lady Grey), 242. 

Pope, burnt in effigy on Nov. 5, 


320. 
Portugals (i.e. Portuguese), the 
five, 301 (see Note). 
Portuguese, disturbance in Lon- 
don by, 301. 
Posy, of a ring, 17. 
Powdered hair. See hair. 
“Power of the County” (the 
County militia), 97. 
Praziméne, 147 (see Note). 
Privilege of Parliament, 60. 
Probation before marriage, Doro- 
thy’s ideas on, 178. 
Protector, plot against, 276 ; 287. 
Protector, my lady, her ‘‘ new 
honour,” 213. 
PROVERBS AND SAYINGS:— 
“A beggar’s thankful for a 
small relief,” x 
“A chain, to lead apes in;” 
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PROVERBS AND SAYINGS ¢on- 


tinued :— 
(the fancied consequence of 
dying an old maid), 143. 
“A complimental couple,” 94. 
“A house fit for the hogs,” 


143. 

“A house the most filled of 
any since the Ark,’”’ 30r. 

‘“A man of compliment,” 288. 

“An old woman that passes 
for a witch,” 298. 

“A romanceof ten tomes, 3o0r. 

“A drench that would poison 
a horse,”’ 41. 

“A ‘French malice,’”’ 122-3, 
and see 107. 

“A head fit for nothing but 
horns,” 115. 

““A misfortune never comes 
single,” 261. 

“ An ‘ odd jbody,’ ” (Lord Pem- 
broke described as), 177. 

“A red nose betrays a drunk- 
ard,” 278. 

“As contrary as darkness is to 
light,”’ 297. 

“As if one had wings at one’s 
heels,”’ 79. 

“As inconsiderately as a wood- 
cock runs into a noose,” 
106. 

A “speech interlarded with 
Latin,” 157. 

“A tongue that goes ‘ like the 
clack of a mill,’ ”’ 223, 303. 
“A town gallant that lives in 
a tavern and an ordinary,” 

158. 

“A travelled monsieur, whose 
head is all feather,” 158. 

“As fast as a coach and six 
horses,”’ I. 

“ Belief is easy, to what one 
desires,” 292. 

“Contentment is the _ best 
paint, Spanish proverb of,’ 


239- 
“Envy and malice of a troop 
of greyhounds,” 255. 
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PROVERBS AND SAYINGS Com- 


tinued :— 
“Fortunatus, his wishing hat,” 


43- 

“ He has not the heart to hang 
himself,” 258. 

“Tf not true, at least excel- 
lently fancied” (English 
version of the Italian pro- 
verb), 231. 

“Innocence sacrificed to a 
beast,” 305. 

“In spite of their teeths,”’ 247. 

“Like a pardon to one upon 
the block,”’ 4o. 

“Like people risen from the 
dead,” go. 

“Like the nuts boys play 
withal,’’ 29. 

“Like the seven sleepers, a 
creature of another age,” 126. 

“Like Richard III.’s ghosts,’’ 


93- ; 

“Like hermits 
in a cell,’”’ 250. 

“Like the sun to the inhabi- 
tants of Greenland,” 274. 

“ Majesty is no ill orator,”’ 110. 

“ More mines of gold than are 
in the Indias,” 228. 

“Opinions destructive of 
society,” 295. 

“ Out of humour,” 309. 

“Past ceremony, to be,”’ 39. 

“Patience is my penance” 
(somebody’s motto), 130. 

“ Perfect nonsense,”’ 296. 

“Roman courage,” 132. 

“Sad accidents have wings to 
overtake us, and come in 
flocks like ill-boding ravens,” 


conversing 


261. 

“ Spanish gravity,” 15. 

“ The invisible ring,”’ 43. 

“The veriest fool that ever 
lived,” 295. 

“ There’s no such cross as a 
wife,” 177. 

“Tis possible for a woman to 
be silent,” 304. 
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PROVERBS AND SAYINGS Con- 
tinued :— ‘ 
“To be somebody’s valentine,’ 


243. 

“To be mortified,” 253. 

“To be another's slave,” 277. 
‘To be a goose,” 43. 

“To be a jewel,”’ 51. 

“To be even with another,” 


281. 
“To be worse than dying,” 42. 
“Ro; tall Pek with all the 
world,” 
“To fish anole out sre: 
cero) give one’ s eyes as well as 
one’s ears,” 235. 
“ To give another the slip,” 272 2. 
re a have one’s cheeks glow,” 


es fo go cold to the heart as 
ICC, 5 An 

“To grow a beast,” 45. 

“To have the face to own 
anything,” 233. 

“To have no luck,” 277, 

bisa Ko) have one’s labour for one’s 
pains,” 49. 

“To have worms in the head,’’ 
63. 

“To keep another in chains,” 


284. 

fo keep one’s distance with 
another,’ 264; 310. 

“To leave another to shift for 
himself,’ 71. 

“To let one’s tongue lie more 
on one side of one’s mouth 
than on the other,” 294. 

“To be an ass,”’ 37. 

“To look like an ass,” 277. 

“To make any thing a case 
of conscience,” 288. 

“To make another’s stomach 
come down,” 317. 

“To make a virtue of neces- 
sity,” 240. 

“Too much laughter will bring 
wrinkles,” 128. 

“Too much bag makes 
men mad,” 

5 


R) 


62 


PROVERBS AND SAYINGS Con- 
tinued :— 
“To practise what one prea- 
ches,” 236. 
a ag rail on love and women,’ 


254. 
“To remove a rock,” 313. 
ce ge speak plain English, 


244. 
“To save a kingdom,” 305. 
<= ro see no light but candles,” 


98. 
i To sit like the ‘lady’ of the 
lobster,”’ 91. 
‘*To suffer purgatory,” 128. 
sitige Le) swagger like a young 
lord esn7. 
‘ ae think one’s self a Pope,” 


«Bo wish another in the In- 
dias,” 38. 

“To write an invisible hand 
(ofa pen),” 306. 

“ Travellers’ lies,” 24t. 

“Weary as a dog,” 292. 

** Wild with joy,” ro9. 

sf Worth going twenty miles to 
see,” 38. 


Quinzy, To. 


Race meeting, 276. 

R[anke], Lady {Temple's aunt), 
473 5 

Ranke, Temple’s cousin, 109; 
25 

Reine SRigaicils 37 (see Note). 

Repute gained by remaining a 
widow, 33- 

Ribbon, strung with seals for 
wearing, 29; see “‘ Seals.” 

Rich, Charles, 110. 

Rich, Lord, 231; 277. 

Rich, Lady Diana (Lord Hol- 
land’s daughter, often called 
“my lady” by Dorothy), 
14; 313; 43; 47}; 100, etc, 
(see Note). 

Richard III.’s ghosts, 93, 16. 


Ring, Dorothy’s wedding, 217; 


229; 237. 

Ring, belief that large wedding 

rings bring luck, 217; 229. 

Ris, p. tense of rise, 35, etc. 

Roehampton, 317; 318. 

“Roman Church gto of 
celibacy raised by), 1 

Roman “ head, ”” 20 (see “* eis ah 

- Romance,” adj. (in the sense of 

‘romantic ")) 973.2765 227. 

Romances, 37; see also * Abra- 
date,” “ Alcidiana,” “* Alman- 
zor,’ “‘ Amant,” ‘‘Amestris,”’ 
“Artemise,”’ ‘* ars ””  Cléo- 
patre,” “ 1G »* Parthe- 
nissa,”” “* ‘Pol Pie. tO Tras 
ziméne,” “ Reine ’Margue- 
rite,” " Saye,” > Télesite,”” 
etc, 

Ruthin, Lady, 82; 219; 267. 
Her engagement to Sir C. 
Yelverton’s son, 160. 


St. Gregory’s (Church), 257. 

St. James’s, 280. 

St. John, Lord, 278. 

St. Malo, 18; 128. 

St. Paul, 169. 

St. Valentine’s Day, customs of 
divination at, 242; 243. 

Salisbury House, 58; 276. 

Samuel, Sir, 64. 

Sandis, or Sandys, Lady M—, 
276 (see Note). 

Saye, and Sele (as author of a 

romance ’’), 147 (see Note). 

Scots, the King of, 226:; see 
a Sweden,’ Queen of. 

Seals, 20; 29; 333 58; 68, etc. ; 
see also under “ Head, 3 
“ Neptune,” ‘“ Onyx.” 

Sennight, 27. 

Senseless (insensible), 318. 

Servant (i.e. ‘‘admirer’’), 7, etc. 

Seymour, Lady Jane, 23 (see 
Not 


ote). 
Shandoys, or Chandos, Lord, 69 
(see Note). 
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Shepherd, that bragged it should 


be what weather pleased 
him, 188. 
aes a at Chicksands, 


9. 
Sheriff as D. O.’s suitor, 65; 98. 
Sheriff, High, 157. 
“ Shufile together,” 258. 
Shuttlecock, 46. 
Sidney, Algernon, 32; 60 (see 
Note). 
“‘ Slashes,”’ to wear, 158. 
““Small-pox,” the (used as 
a plural word), 286. 
Smith, or Smythe, Mr., 29 (bis) ; 


32; 37; 19; 120; 241 
(see Note, p. 30, 1. 2). 
Smith, Dr., 259. 
Somerset House, the woman 


who preached at, 254 (see 
Note). 

“Sore eyes” (an illness), 14; 
also, used metaphorically, 
20. 

Spencer, R., 
Note). 

Spencer, Will., 281; 284. 

Spleen, the, 5, etc, 


84; 281 (see 


“Spots ’”’ (i.e. spotted carriage 
dogs), 312. 
Squibs, 320. 


Squire of Dames, 96. 

Stacy, Nan, 52; 99; 149; 190; 
1924) 230); 2553 

Stafford, Mr., 69. 

Standish, 146. 

Stanley, Mrs., 277. 

* Stately,” in the sense of 

“haughty,” 105; 219. 

“ Statutes,” 157. 

Steel, laid in ‘ white wine,” 
taken as medicine, 46. 
Strafford, Lord, 190 (see Note). 

Suffolk, 278; 284; 290. 
Suffolk House, 198. 
Sunderland, Lady, 30; 32; 37; 


119g; 165; 241 (see Note). 
Superstitions (see Beliefs). 
Sweden, 28. 


Swedish Court, 172. 


Sweden, the Queen of, her letter 
to the King of Scots, 226. 


T., Mr., 151; 166 (see Temple, 
Sir William). 
T., Sir, 69 (see Thomas Osborne, 


ir). 

“‘Tabour,” to, 178. 

Tailor that loved Queen Eliza- 
beth, 226. 

Talbot, 83 (bis). 

Talmache, or Tolmache, Lady, 
286; 287 (see Note). 

Taylor, Dr., author of ‘ Holy 
Living,” 238 (see Note). 

“* Teeths,”’ pl. of tooth, 247. 

Télésile, one of the heroines of 
“Cyrus,” 169. 

Temple, D., signature of Doro- 
thy’s little daughter), 320. 

Temple, Mr. (or Sir William), 53; 
2045 2683-295: 3173 320. 
His letter to Dorothy, 269. 

Temple, Sir John, 268; 291. 

Tennis, the game of, 19; 52; 154. 

Thomas Osborne, Sir, 4, 10. 

Thornhill, Col. (brother-in-law 
of Sir J. Greenvil), 305. 

Tome, 37, etc. 

Tortoise-shell ring, as a guard to 
keep on a gold one, 237. 

Tournon, Mademoiselle de, 37. 

Travelling, 152. 

Treason, 60; 103, etc. 

Trupnel, Mrs. Hannah, “ the 
woman who preached at 
Somerset House,” 254 (see 
Note). 

Tufton, Sir John (bis), 257. 

Tweezers shall cut no love, 217; 
221. 


“ Unwellness ” (an affected ex- 
pression), 126. 
Use, . Bes wont or accustomed, 


vase ey daughter of, 
143 (see Note). 

Valentine (see St. Valentine). 

Vavasour, Lady, her barbarous 
imprisonment for treason, 
286 (see Note). 


Waller, Mr. (the poet), his lost 
romance on the civil wars, 
147 (see Note). 

Walker, the goldsmith, 58; 80; 
55 2s ga 20- 

Warwick, Lord, 231. 

Waters, the Epsom, 5; 28, etc. 

Wedding ring, Dorothy’s (see 


Ring). 

““Wellness” (an affected ex- 
pression), 126. 

Wentworth, Lady Anne, 243 
132 (see Note). 

“Whelp ” (a term of reproach), 
226. 

Whitlock, Lord, 172 (see Note). 

Willow garlands, 91; 143; 160. 

Winchester, 276. 

Witch, old woman that passes 
for, 298. 

Witherington, Mrs., 277. 

Woodenly, to entertain, 4o. 

Wotton, Lady, 257. 

Wrest, 226 (see Note). 

Writ, ~. tense of write, 10, etc. 


Yelverton, Sir Christopher ; his 
son engaged to Lady Ruthin, 
160. 

York, 312. 

Yorkshire, 28. 


Butler and Tanner The Selwood Printing Works Frome and London 
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